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EDITOR'S  FOREWORD 


Each  morning  at  a  set  hour  a  lady,  now  past  eighty,  sits  in 
a  corner  of  her  room  as  she  has  done  for  many  years,  and 
faces  a  vast  unseen  audience.  This  is  no  radio  or  television 
audience,  but  a  congregation  of  souls  in  desperate  need  of 
help. 

Harriet  M.  Shelton  has  described  this  gathering  to  me 
with  a  heart  full  of  compassion.  They  are,  she  tells  me,  those 
who  have  left  this  life  and  reside  in  a  place  of  shadows  be- 
cause of  transgressions.  Some,  she  says,  did  not  believe  in 
God  and  the  life  to  come  when  they  were  on  the  earth  plane, 
so  they  do  not  realize  they  have  passed  over  and  are  free 
from  earthly  ties  and  limitations. 

To  these  tortured  souls  she  addresses  herself  each  day  with 
words  of  hope  and  love.  She  explains  their  change  of  state 
and  encourages  them  to  strive  for  the  betterment  to  which 
they  can  all  attain.  The  words  she  speaks  come  to  her  in  a 
state  of  semi-trance  from  entities  who  have  made  the  fate 
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of  these  bewildered  souls  their  charge  and  their  concern. 
Since  the  unfortunates  are  still  closer  to  the  earth  than  they 
are  to  the  spirit  plane,  they  are  more  likely  to  listen  and 
believe  one  still  Hving  on  earth.  For  some  time  she  believed 
that  she  was  alone  in  this  work,  but  it  seems  that  there  are 
groups  in  England  who  are  engaged  in  the  same  mission. 

These  things  the  author  has  told  to  me,  and  I  am  inclined 
to  believe  her.  But  my  belief  is  of  little  consequence  when 
measured  against  the  value  of  her  message  to  our  world  in 
a  torment  of  violence  and  doubts,  struggUng  with  powerful 
forces  that  can  be  destructive  or  beneficent  according  to  our 
choice. 

The  two  worlds  of  Harriet  Shelton  are  related  and  com- 
plementary to  each  other,  and  what  we  do  on  earth  has  a 
direct  bearing  on  our  life  beyond.  It  is  this  belief  that  can 
provide  the  pragmatic  with  a  convincing  reason  for  adopting 
the  'impractical'  virtues,  and  imbue  the  reckless  with  the 
restraining  fear  of  inescapable  justice. 

Our  author  tells  us  that  among  the  departed  there  are  those 
who,  having  no  understanding  or  preparation  for  the  after- 
life, find  it  hard  to  adjust  themselves.  The  pity  is  that  during 
their  earth-life  they  clung  to  disbelief,  insisting  upon  material 
proof  of  those  things  which  are  by  nature  the  direct  opposite. 

I  have  listened  to  the  tape  recordings  of  her  daily  messages 
and  I  have  been  touched  by  their  sincerity.  These  recordings 
are  made  by  the  author  primarily  for  her  own  information, 
because  while  conscious  of  the  clairaudiently  prompted  words 
she  speaks,  they  are  forgotten  the  moment  they  are  uttered. 

My  first  knowledge  of  Harriet  M.  Shelton's  great  gift  and 
her  mission  came  to  me  from  an  editor  and  former  officer  of 
the  Psychical  Research  Society,  who  told  me  about  this  book, 
inspired  and  dictated  by  spirit  entities.  That  alone  would 
have  been  interesting  enough  to  suggest  publication.  When 
I  was  told  that  the  principal  inspiration  came  from  an  entity 
identified  as  Abraham  Lincoln,  which  identification  was  con- 
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firmed  in  seances  and  other  psychic  manifestations  here  and 
abroad,  it  became  imperative  to  place  it  before  the  public  for 
appraisal. 

Publication  of  a  book  such  as  this  will  inevitably  lead  to 
a  search  into  the  author's  background  for  conscious  or  un- 
conscious motivations  other  than  clairaudient  inspiration.  An- 
ticipating one  line  of  inquiry,  let  me  assure  you  that  her 
choice  as  an  instrument  implies  a  high  order  of  intelligence 
behind  the  selection. 

A  desire  for  economic  gain  can  be  ruled  out,  because 
Harriet  Shelton  is  financially  independent.  Is  it  a  craving 
for  love  or  attention?  She  has  been  and  is  the  center  of  a 
devoted  family  that  has  given  her  everything  she  can  want 
in  companionship  and  love.  Well-traveled,  socially  prominent 
and  completely  fulfilled,  she  is  active  in  personal  philan- 
thropies. 

There  are  other  questions  that  will  be  raised  by  the  skeptics. 
Chief  among  these  would  be  a  question  of  her  mental  com- 
petence. Can  it  be  that  the  author  suffers  from  delusions? 
Can  it  be  that  this  preoccupation  with  psychic  phenomicna 
might  have  affected  her  judgment?  A  meeting  with  her  dispels 
the  likelihood  of  obsession  or  lack  of  logic. 

This  I  can  say  without  hesitation:  Harriet  M.  Shelton  is  a 
person  of  deep  sincerity.  She  has  presented  her  story  with 
complete  candor.  I  am  convinced  of  the  verity  of  her  reports 
of  her  psychic  experiences  and  her  good  judgment  as  to  their 
authenticity. 

Henry  S.  Evans, 
Beechhurst,  L.  I. 


BOOK   ONE 
THE    RESCUE  WORK 


'To  believe  in  what  you  see 
and  can  touch  is  no  belief  at  all — 
but  to  believe  in  the  unseen 
is  a  triumph  and  a  blessing." 

ABRAHAM  LINCOLN  -  1955 


Received  by  the  Author 
through  inspirational  writing 


Chapter  1 
TO  BELIEVE 


To  SAY  that  I  have  seen  and  communicated  with  Abraham 
Lincoln  may  seem  too  fantastic  for  you  to  believe.  At  this 
point  I  do  not  expect  you  to  believe  it.  I  only  ask  you  not  to 
pass  judgment  until  you  have  read  my  story  and  weighed  the 
evidence  which  finally  convinced  me  that  Mr.  Lincoln  really 
had  manifested  himself  to  me.  Also,  that  there  was  a  reason 
for  his  doing  so. 

I  have  always  been  considered  a  thoroughly  sensible  person, 
with  both  feet  planted  squarely  on  the  ground.  In  my  long 
years  of  contact  with  mediums  and  observation  of  "sitters," 
I  have  seen  too  much  of  wishful  thinking  not  to  be  suspicious 
of  big  names  dragged  into  seances,  or  cropping  up  in  per- 
sonally received  messages,  when  there  was  no  logical  explana- 
tion for  the  presence  of  such  well-known  entities.  Even  when 
I  learned,  in  the  course  of  my  research,  that  I  was  not  alone 
in  having  seen  or  heard  from  Mr.  Lincoln  since  his  tragic 
death  I  was  still  puzzled.  In  the  cases  which  impressed  me  as 
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authentic  the  people  involved  were  important,  and  the  cir- 
cumstances surrounding  the  manifestations  made  them  seem 
quite  logical  and  understandable.  But  why,  I  kept  asking 
myself,  should  he  make  himself  known  to  me? 

I  think  I  know  just  how  a  famous  evangelist  felt  when  a 
reporter  asked  him,  "Why  did  God  choose  you?" 

"You  know,"  he  replied,  "when  I  get  to  heaven  that's  the 
first  thing  I  am  going  to  ask  Him!" 

And  that  is  the  first  question  I  am  going  to  ask  Abraham 
Lincoln  when  I  meet  him  in  the  next  world:  "Why  did  you 
choose  me,  of  all  people,  to  write  this  book?" 

I  think  you  will  agree  with  me,  as  we  progress,  that  I  have 
been  consistently  a  "Doubting  Thomas."  I  always  had  to 
be  shown!  Certainly  I  did  not  accept  all  that  had  been  given 
me  without  a  struggle.  Reviewing  my  long  experience  with 
every  type  of  phenomenon — both  genuine  and  fraudulent — 
I  realize  that  for  many  years  I  was  far  too  skeptical.  It  was 
only  after  I  had  been  led,  step  by  step,  along  a  pathway  beset 
with  doubts,  that  I  had  finally  become  convinced,  in  spite  of 
myself,  that  I  had  been  given  a  psychic  mission  of  vital  im- 
portance to  those  on  the  other  side,  and  that  I  must  accept  it. 

In  addition  to  the  strange  missionary  work  I  had  been 
asked  to  undertake,  as  far  back  as  1942,  I  had  for  some  time 
been  urged  to  write  a  book.  These  messages  came  through 
both  clairaudiently  and  clairvoyantly,  through  trance  and 
trumpet  mediums  and  also  through  inspirational  writing  by 
my  own  hand.  They  were  from  a  number  of  different  com- 
municators— including,  from  1952,  one  who  identified  him- 
self as  Abraham  Lincoln.  This  was  not  a  sudden  thing,  and 
I  did  not  accept  either  commission  without  question.  Indeed, 
I  spent  a  good  deal  of  time  searching  for  verification  of  the 
basic  psychic  mission,  which  is  the  central  reason  for  this 
book,  before  Mr.  Lincoln's  part  in  it  was  revealed  to  me  and 
I  began  to  take  the  writing  of  a  book  seriously. 
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It  was  to  search  for  further  confirmation  that  I  made  three 
trips  to  England  between  1952  and  1954.  I  had  to  be  sure 
about  the  unusual  type  of  psychic  work  I  was  doing,  and 
also  about  the  part  I  was  asked  to  believe  Mr.  Lincoln  was 
taking  in  it.  Consider  for  a  moment  that  a  number  of  mediums 
in  another  country  who  knew  nothing  at  all  about  me  nor 
about  my  experiences  repeatedly  brought  Lincoln's  name  to 
me.  Consider  that  it  was  always  accompanied  by  evidential 
material,  confirming  messages  and  impressions  I  had  received 
at  home  but  had  been  almost  afraid  to  accept.  Consider  that 
only  three  or  four  other  important  names  were  ever  given, 
that  they  were  the  last  ones  I  should  have  expected,  but  that 
they  fitted  logically  into  a  pattern  centering  about  the  work 
of  a  great  humanitarian  such  as  Abraham  Lincoln. 

As  I  read  over  my  detailed  seance  records  of  those  English 
sittings,  I  note  the  ever-recurring  references  to  the  kind  of 
psychic  work  I  had  been  engaged  in,  and  to  Abraham  Lin- 
coln. I  note  the  pattern  of  evidence  as  it  emerges  in  seance 
after  seance.  It  becomes  clear  why  I  have  reached  my  present 
stage  of  conviction,  and  have  been  willing  to  spread  it  on 
the  record  for  an  unbelieving  world  to  see.  I  know  that  I 
shall  not  have  an  easy  time  of  it  once  this  book  has  stripped 
the  curtain  of  privacy  from  my  strange  activities  and  convic- 
tions! 

This  fact  alone  should  prove  the  depth  of  that  conviction, 
which  gives  me  courage  this  late  in  life  to  face  the  inevitable 
skepticism  and  possible  criticism  of  my  own  little  world.  I 
have  this  courage  because  I  believe,  with  all  my  heart,  that 
I  am  part  of  a  group  engaged  in  a  work  of  vital  importance, 
with  far-reaching  consequences  I  can  never  hope  to  see  until 
I  join  my  fellow  workers  on  the  other  side  and  carry  on  from 
there. 

As  I  look  back  through  the  years,  I  am  aware  that  there 
has  been  a  definite  pattern  in  the  psychic  events  which  have 
followed  me  from  the  beginning  to  a  purposeful  conclusion. 
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The  strange  happenings  have  been  far  too  frequent  to  be 
attributed  to  coincidence.  I  now  reaUze  that  during  an  in- 
definite period  I  have  been  undergoing  a  course  of  training 
in  preparation  for  the  psychic  work  I  am  doing,  though  that 
was  quite  unknown  to  me  until  the  startling  developments 
I  experienced  in  1952. 

In  this  book  are  several  detailed  accounts  of  the  seances 
I  attended  in  my  three  London  visits.  In  these  reports  seekers 
after  the  truth,  with  inquiring  minds,  may  find  many  questions 
answered  in  a  way  which  should  at  least  arouse  their  curiosity 
concerning  those  on  the  other  side.  I  do  not  pretend  to  explain 
the  mysteries  of  worlds  beyond  our  earth  plane — but  after 
all,  life  itself  cannot  be  explained  nor  the  marvels  of  the 
human  body.  In  the  words  of  the  English  poet,  Edward 
Young: 

"Still  seems  it  strange  that  thou  should'st  live  forever? 
Is  it  less  strange  that  thou  should'st  live  at  all? 
This  is  a  miracle,  and  that  no  more." 

There  are  so  many  of  Nature's  mysteries  we  do  not  under- 
stand, but  our  modern  scientists  no  longer  regard  them  as 
impossible  of  solution.  They  are  indefatigible  investigators 
in  every  other  field  of  research,  but  too  many  of  them  simply 
deny  spirit  communication  and  will  have  none  of  it. 

Yet  this  is  the  subject  about  which  the  great  philosopher, 
Immanuel  Kant,  wrote  as  follows  many  years  ago: 

"At  some  future  day  it  will  be  proved — I  cannot  say  when  and  where 
— that  the  human  soul  is,  while  in  the  earth-life,  already  in  uninter- 
rupted communication  with  those  living  in  another  world;  that  the 
human  soul  can  act  upon  those  beings,  and  receive  in  return,  impres- 
sions of  them  without  being  conscious  of  it  in  the  ordinary  personality." 

And  the  world-famous  William  E.  Gladstone  is  on  record 
with  the  statement  that  "Psychical  Research  is  the  most  im- 
portant work  which  is  being  done  in  the  world — by  far  the 
most  important." 
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If  our  scientists  would  only  spend  more  time  trying  to  prove 
this  "most  important"  of  all  research  projects,  then  there 
might  be  no  need  for  atom  bombs.  Our  godless  enemies  might 
even  revise  their  standards  and  return  to  truth  and  depend- 
ability! 

I  am  frequently  asked  if  I  honestly  believe  Mr.  Lincoln 
appeared  to  me  in  my  room.  Yes,  I  most  certainly  do.  And  I 
can  say  this  in  all  sincerity,  for  it  was  repeatedly  confirmed 
in  seances. 

Mr.  Lincoln's  face  and  form  are  so  distinctive  as  not  to  be 
easily  confused  with  those  of  anyone  else.  It  was  therefore  not 
his  appearance  to  me  that  I  questioned,  but  rather  the  work 
that  I  was  asked  to  do  long  before  I  saw  him  or  knew  that  he 
had  any  connection  with  it. 

For  years  I  was  not  able  to  accept  it  completely,  therefore  I 
went  through  many  vicissitudes,  suffering  keenly  from  doubts 
and  questionings.  There  were  times  when  I  even  refused  to  go 
on  and  gave  it  up  altogether;  only  to  be  led  back  by  some 
force  much  greater  than  I.  The  more  I  rebelled  and  begged  for 
reassurance,  the  stronger  were  the  phenomena  which  took 
place  in  my  room — visual  answers  to  my  prayers,  without 
which  I  could  not  have  continued. 

When  I  finally  accepted  the  book  project  I  began  to  receive 
its  text  through  inspirational  writing.  That  is,  the  words  I  am 
to  write  are  dictated  to  me  clairaudiently  and  I  hear  them 
within  my  inner  ear.  So  far  as  I  am  concerned,  this  is  the  only 
way  in  which  I  could  have  written  a  book.  There  are  countless 
reasons  why  I  should  not  have  written  one.  Most  important  is 
the  fact  that  I  am  not  a  writer,  and  I  have  never  had  the  slight- 
est inclination  to  be  one.  Nor  have  I  ever  had  the  rudimentary 
training  a  writer  needs. 

It  has  been  explained  to  me,  also  clairaudiently,  that  this  is 
a  composite  book.  I  am  told  that  many  souls  from  the  great 
beyond  have  had  a  hand  in  it  from  time  to  time.  All  the  evi- 
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dence  which  I  shall  present  points  to  Mr.  Lincoln  as  its  chief 
instigator. 

Many  will  remark  the  dissimilarity  between  the  style  of 
Mr.  Lincoln's  own  historic  writing  and  the  messages  ascribed 
to  him  in  these  pages.  They  are  not  like  his  known  writings, 
but  I  am  convinced  that  this  is  intentional.  He  could  have 
written  the  entire  book  inspirationally  if  he  had  wished,  and 
it  would  have  been  much  easier  for  me.  In  fact,  at  a  seance 
he  implied  that  he  chose  not  to  do  this  because  it  would  only 
provoke  criticism  and  comparison. 

The  statement  that  the  writing  of  this  book  was  undertaken 
because  Mr.  Lincoln  asked  me  to  do  so  through  various  medi- 
ums, may  seem  more  credible  if  we  consider  certain  facts.  He 
was  a  believer  in  spirit  communication,  and  he  attended  a 
good  many  seances  both  before  and  after  he  became  President 
of  the  United  States.  Other  reverent  students  and  admirers  of 
his  greatness,  who  have  no  knowledge  or  understanding  of 
psychic  matters,  may  deny  or  resent  such  a  statement.  They 
may  even  feel  that  I  am  reducing  his  stature.  Fortunately  that 
is  something  no  one  can  ever  do,  for  as  each  year  passes  he 
seems  to  stand  more  significantly  in  the  public  eye,  and  his 
grandeur  becomes  ever  more  apparent. 

Today,  on  the  planes  beyond  as  he  was  on  earth,  Abraham 
Lincoln  is  one  of  the  great  spiritual  leaders.  This  has  been 
given  to  me  repeatedly  in  my  own  inspirational  writing,  and 
later  through  several  London  mediums.  In  each  case  Mr. 
Lincoln's  name  came  through  spontaneously  on  the  part  of 
the  control  and  with  no  assistance  from  me.  On  every  occa- 
sion it  was  accompanied  by  evidential  identification,  but 
without  repetition  of  previously  received  messages.  When  I 
went  to  London  in  1952  it  was  the  first  time  I  had  been  in 
England  for  many  years  and  I  had  no  psychic  contacts  there. 
To  each  medium  I  was  only  another  summer  visitor  from 
abroad.  There  was  no  possible  way  for  them  to  have  previous 
knowledge  of  me,  or  of  my  personal  and  family  background. 
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Of  my  unusual  work  and  its  connection  with  Mr.  Lincoln 
they  could  have  had  no  inkling.  Indeed,  at  the  tune  of  my 
visits,  I  doubt  if  more  than  half  a  dozen  American  friends 
were  aware  of  what  was  going  on  in  my  psychic  life.  I  had  not 
yet  reached  the  stage  of  conviction  where  I  was  willing  to  do 
much  talking  about  either  the  Rescue  Work  or  Mr.  Lincoln. 
All  that  came  after  my  London  sittings. 

As  I  understand  it,  from  the  psychic  messages  I  have  re- 
ceived, Mr.  Lincoln  is  the  leader  both  of  the  Rescue  Work 
and  of  a  powerful  Peace  Band  made  up  of  certain  great 
souls  who  are  dedicated  to  the  task  of  bringing  peace  to 
our  world.  He  greatly  desires  to  establish  the  truth  that  there 
is  no  death  and  that  communication  with  the  other  side  is 
possible  under  properly  controlled  circumstances.  He  found 
this  to  be  true  during  his  life  on  earth.  It  was  a  tremendous 
lift  to  him  through  those  long  years  of  apprehension,  anguish, 
and  worry  concerning  the  outcome  of  the  Civil  War,  with  the 
terrible  suffering  certain  to  follow  in  its  wake. 

It  is  highly  significant  that  Mr.  Lincoln  wishes  to  make  it 
known  that  his  belief  in  spirit  communication  helped  him  dur- 
ing his  lifetime.  He  has  told  me  at  seances  that  while  he  was 
President,  George  Washington  and  many  other  great  Ameri- 
can patriots  brought  him  comfort  and  gave  him  the  fortitude 
he  needed  to  make  momentous  decisions. 

That  many  people  will  not  accept  seances  as  evidence  I 
realize  only  too  well,  but  if  you  had  sat  as  often  as  I  have 
in  a  partially  darkened  room  in  London,  a  complete  stranger 
to  the  medium,  and  then  heard  what  came  through  to  me, 
I  am  sure  that  you  too  would  have  felt  his  presence. 

In  1954,  at  my  last  sitting  before  I  left  for  home  in  America, 
I  had  an  extraordinary  experience  at  the  College  of  Psychic 
Science.  I  saw  the  medium.  Miss  Thirza  Smith,  rise  up  in  a 
trance  from  her  chair  completely  transfigured.  Her  face  and 
form  changed,  and  there  before  me  stood  not  the  medium  but 
Abraham  Lincoln.  Taking  a  few  steps  forward  he  put  his  hand 
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on  my  shoulder,  and  I  looked  up  into  Lincoln's  face  so  close 
to  mine.  This  was  only  one  of  several  ways  in  which  I  have 
seen  him  since  he  first  appeared  to  me  in  my  own  room. 

In  one  of  his  recent  inspirational  letters,  Mr.  Lincoln  warns: 
"This  book  will,  I  fear,  bring  down  criticism  upon  your  un- 
bowed head.  But  remember,  nothing  of  value  has  ever  been 
undertaken  without  a  certain  amount  of  pain.  Life  itself  is 
born  in  pain.  And  the  man  who  is  able  to  see  a  little  more  than 
his  fellow  men  must  suffer  the  consequences  of  his  superior 
insight,  which  is  beyond  their  comprehension  and  therefore  is 
rejected  and  cast  into  the  fire.  However,  that  fire  will  purify  it 
and  bring  to  it  brightness  and  new  life,  blessed  by  man  eventu- 
ally and  brought  out  into  the  light  for  all  to  see  and  use. 

"There  is  a  pattern  for  all,  and  your  pattern  is  somewhat 
different  from  others.  Therefore  you  will  be  misquoted,  mis- 
understood and  misjudged.  Be  not  discouraged.  Accept  this 
criticism  and  be  not  unduly  tried." 

I  am  fully  aware  that  this  will  be  a  difficult  book  to  explain, 
no  matter  what  I  say.  Therefore,  I  have  been  absolutely  honest 
— and  let  the  chips  fall  where  they  may!  It  all  happened,  and  I 
have  tried  to  put  it  into  book  form  so  that  you  can  read  it  and 
decide  its  merits  for  yourself. 


Chapter  2 
A  DOOR  OPENS 


IT  IS  THE  main  purpose  of  this  book  to  tell  the  story  of  the 
Rescue  Work  and  how  it  came  about,  so  I  shall  spend  as 
little  time  as  possible  upon  my  personal  history  and  psychic 
development.  However,  a  certain  amount  of  background  is 
essential  to  provide  an  understanding  of  how  I  came  at  last  to 
accept  the  Rescue  Work  as  my  mission. 

Incredible  though  my  story  may  seem,  it  is  nevertheless  true. 
Each  incident  came  to  me  unsought  and  with  each  new  experi- 
ence I  felt  that  I  was  lifted  a  little  higher  in  consciousness. 
That  my  future  was  arranged  far  in  advance  I  no  longer  doubt, 
because  I  can  look  back  and  see  how  everything  has  led  to- 
wards a  specific  goal. 

It  should  be  emphasized  that  before  1926  (my  fiftieth  year) 
I  knew  nothing  about  Spiritualism,  nor  about  psychic  research, 
and  had  not  the  slightest  interest  in  them.  That  my  psychic 
awakening  came  suddenly  and  unheralded,  seems  to  me  deeply 
significant.  To  the  best  of  my  recollection,  the  subject  had 
never  before  been  brought  seriously  to  my  attention. 

11 
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My  upbringing  was  strictly  orthodox,  typical  of  the  New 
England  stock  from  which  I  came,  and  I  am  quite  sure  that  if  I 
had  lived  a  few  centuries  ago,  and  had  even  whispered  a  word 
about  what  I  now  see  and  hear,  I  should  have  been  hanged  as 
a  witch  by  my  own  Pilgrim  ancestors! 

My  grandparents  were  Congregationalists,  who  believed  the 
Bible  literally  from  Genesis  to  Revelations,  and  all  the  family 
were  expected  to  attend  church  twice  each  Sunday.  Grand- 
father was  a  precious  old  gentleman,  with  snow-white  hair  and 
beard  and  a  faith  that  I  am  sure  would  have  moved  mountains. 

As  a  little  girl  I  would  sit  at  his  feet  each  morning,  and 
listen  to  him  while  he  said  prayers  and  read  from  the  Bible. 
Everyone  in  the  household  came  to  the  services,  including  the 
maid-of- all-work  and  the  hired  men,  and  even  haying  time  was 
not  allowed  to  interfere.  Nothing  was  more  important  than  the 
morning  devotions. 

When  I  was  four  years  old  we  moved  to  New  York  City, 
where  my  father  studied  medicine  and  began  his  career  as  a 
doctor.  My  life  was  a  happy  one,  and  I  was  an  only  child  until 
the  birth  of  my  brother  when  I  was  twelve.  I  attended  what  my 
father  considered  to  be  the  best  day  and  boarding  schools  of 
the  period,  and  in  1899  I  married  a  young  doctor  who  also 
came  from  an  old  New  England  family.  We  had  two  sons  and 
a  daughter,  but  our  second  child,  Allen,  passed  from  this  life 
shortly  after  his  birth. 

We  were  a  travelling  family,  and  I  had  already  been  abroad 
several  times  before  I  was  married.  Later  I  went  through 
Africa  with  my  husband,  and  took  three  round-the-world 
cruises.  After  my  husband's  health  failed  in  1920  he  retired 
from  practice  and  we  spent  our  winters  in  California,  Florida, 
or  Europe,  making  many  trips  to  out-of-the-way  places. 

Our  travels  in  the  Orient  stimulated  my  interest  in  various 
religions.  It  is  my  conviction  that  a  knowledge  of  the  teachings 
of  Buddha,  Confucius,  Mohammed,  and  other  Eastern  reli- 
gious teachers  is  necessary  for  an  understanding  of  the  peoples 
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and  places  of  the  Orient.  I  therefore  pursued  the  serious  study 
of  comparative  religions.  However,  this  did  not  introduce  me 
to  the  study  of  the  spiritistic  philosophy. 

During  the  summer  of  1926  I  promised  a  convalescent 
friend  that  I  would  take  her  for  a  drive,  and  while  I  waited 
in  her  living  room  I  examined  some  books  on  a  table.  Among 
them  was  Our  Unseen  Guest,  the  title  of  which  intrigued  me, 
as  did  the  name  of  the  authors.  Darby  and  Joan.  When  my 
friend  found  me  engrossed  in  the  book  she  told  me  to  take  it 
with  me.  At  the  same  time  she  strongly  advised  me  not  to 
become  interested  in  Spirituahsm. 

Spiritualism  meant  nothing  to  me,  but  after  reading  the 
book,  I  decided  that  if  it  was  anything  like  Our  Unseen  Guest 
then  I  certainly  wanted  to  know  more  about  it.  At  the  town 
library  I  found  Sir  Oliver  Lodge's  Raymond,  and  Letters  from 
a  Living  Dead  Man  by  Elsa  Barker,  both  of  which  I  read 
eagerly.  It  seemed  to  me  that  a  whole  new  world  had  suddenly 
opened  up  for  me,  and  I  found  myself  able  to  think  of  little 
else. 

One  day,  some  two  weeks  after  I  had  borrowed  her  book, 
my  friend  telephoned  to  ask  if  she  might  bring  someone  to 
see  my  garden.  Her  guest  she  explained,  acted  as  a  private 
medium  for  Dr.  Alexis  Carrel,  but  she  asked  me  not  to  intro- 
duce the  subject  of  psychic  phenomena. 

From  the  three  books  I  had  just  finished  reading  I  knew  a 
little  something  about  mediums  and  I  was  naturally  excited 
at  the  thought  of  meeting  one  personally.  What  I  expected  this 
medium  to  be  like,  I  do  not  now  remember — only  that  she 
would  be  different  from  other  people. 

When  my  guests  arrived  I  met  them  at  the  front  door.  The 
stranger  took  my  hand  in  both  of  hers  and  said,  "Medium 
meets  Medium!"  Then  she  added,  "You  will  become  some  day 
a  far  better  medium  than  I  am."  I  didn't  take  her  seriously, 
but  I  was  intrigued.  So  far  as  I  could  see  there  was  nothing  in 
her  appearance  or  manner  to  suggest  the  supernatural,  or 
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anything  weird  or  eerie.  An  attractive  person  of  sensitive 
manner,  she  would  have  graced  any  social  gathering. 

Later  the  medium  told  me  of  her  psychic  experiments  with 
Dr.  Carrel,  and  their  amazing  results.  After  this  experience,  I 
felt  I  needed  more  books  on  the  subject.  In  New  York  City 
the  owner  of  an  occult  book  shop  chose  twenty  or  more  stand- 
ard works  for  me.  By  then  my  husband  also  had  begun  to  take 
an  interest  in  the  subject.  Although  he  did  not  read  many  of 
the  books  himself,  he  enjoyed  discussing  their  value  as  evi- 
dence of  spirit  survival  and  spirit  communication. 

In  December  of  that  year  I  embarked  on  one  of  my  round- 
the-world  cruises,  with  my  mother  and  my  husband.  Before 
we  left,  a  friend  gave  me  a  letter  to  another  passenger  whom 
I  shall  call  Mrs.  C.  On  the  second  day  out  my  husband  asked 
the  deck  steward  where  Mrs.  C's  chair  was,  only  to  be  told 
that  of  the  hundreds  of  passengers  on  board  her  chair  was  next 
to  mine.  I  found  that  Mrs.  C  was  on  the  New  York  committee 
of  the  American  Society  for  Psychic  Research. 

When  we  returned  to  New  York  from  our  cruise  in  the 
Spring  we  joined  the  society.  This  was  an  era  when  the  society, 
through  its  New  York  chapter,  was  engaged  in  experimental 
research  at  Hyslop  House,  which  had  been  named  for  its 
founder,  the  late  Dr.  James  H.  Hyslop.  It  was  a  large  house 
near  Gramercy  Park  where  many  private  seances  were  held. 

Psychics  such  as  Mrs.  Eileen  Garrett,  Mrs.  Myrtle  Larsen, 
George  Valiantine,  Mrs.  Naomi  Anderson,  William  J.  Cart- 
heuser,  Mrs.  Ceil  Stewart,  Mrs.  Minnie  Reserve  Soule,  Mrs. 
Sanders  Talbot,  Chester  Grady,  and  many  other  well-known 
mediums  were  at  their  best.  Through  Mrs.  C,  who  had  become 
a  close  friend,  we  were  admitted  to  many  special  seances  not 
open  to  the  general  membership.  It  was  not  unusual  to  hear 
five  different  languages  spoken  by  communicators  at  one  sit- 
ting. We  also  received  many  evidential  messages  that  could 
not  be  verified  until  weeks  later. 

The  three  forms  of  mediumship  encountered  during  this  pe- 
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riod  were:  deep  trance,  semi-trance  and  trumpet  mediumship. 

I  have  been  told  that  in  deep  trance  there  is  a  passing  into 
unconsciousness  or  a  sleep  state.  It  is  restful,  and  the  medium 
usually  awakes  somewhat  groggy,  but  refreshed  and  with  no 
knowledge  of  what  has  taken  place  or  of  the  messages  deliv- 
ered through  the  medium's  vocal  chords  by  a  spirit  entity 
called  a  control. 

In  a  semi-trance  state,  such  as  I  have  experienced,  the 
medium  is  completely  conscious  of  what  is  being  said  and  of 
what  takes  place,  but  afterwards  has  no  recollection  of  it.  In 
my  case,  I  resort  to  a  tape  recorder  for  my  own  satisfaction, 
and  for  future  reference. 

Trumpet  mediumship  is  undoubtedly  one  of  the  most  satis- 
factory for  the  seance  listener,  as  it  gives  the  impression  that 
the  spirit  is  in  the  room  close  by.  The  trumpet  moves  about 
and  often  touches  the  listener  as  a  gentle  caress,  or  indicating 
that  the  message  which  comes  through  it  is  for  him.  There 
seemed  to  be  few  trumpet  mediums  in  England  when  I  was 
there,  but  there  are  many  in  America. 

Those  were  wonderful  and  exciting  days.  My  husband  had 
now  become  as  interested  as  I  was,  and  we  frequently  arranged 
group  sittings  for  skeptical  friends,  who  in  time  usually  be- 
came ardent  followers  themselves.  One  interesting  incident 
began  in  1929  and  was  not  concluded  until  1953.  This  is  how 
it  started.  The  evening  before  we  left  for  a  cruise  around  Africa 
on  January  12th,  1929,  my  husband  and  I  attended  a  seance 
at  Hyslop  House  in  New  York  City,  with  George  Valiantine 
as  our  trumpet  medium.  The  group  of  sitters  was  made  up  of 
friends  and  members  of  the  Society,  including  Mrs.  C.  We 
took  our  leave  after  the  seance  and  the  next  day  we  boarded 
the  S.  S.  Carinthia. 

When  we  reached  Capetown  I  found  a  letter  from  Mrs.  C 
asking  me  to  verify,  if  it  were  so,  the  validity  of  an  identifica- 
tion she  had  received  during  a  seance.  It  seems  that  the  even- 
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ing  after  we  sailed  from  New  York,  Mrs.  C  attended  another 
Valiantine  seance  with  an  entirely  different  group  of  friends. 
Several  messages  came  through  for  various  sitters,  then  a 
woman's  voice  spoke  to  Mrs.  C. 

"I  tried  to  reach  Harriet,"  the  voice  said,  "last  evening 
when  she  was  here.  But  there  were  so  many  others  trying  to 
get  through  that  I  was  unable  to  speak  to  her.  She  is  now  on 
the  ocean,  but  if  you  write  to  her  would  you  tell  her  that  her 
Cousin  Cornelia  was  here  tonight.  She  will  remember  me,  I 
think,  because  I  was  burned  to  death." 

However,  all  I  knew  about  Cornelia  was  that  she  was  my 
father's  cousin.  I  had  not  seen  her  since  I  was  a  child,  and  had 
only  the  vaguest  remembrance  of  her.  I  was  discussing  the 
letter  with  my  mother  when  two  old  ladies  passed  us  on  deck. 
Mother  watched  them  for  a  moment,  then  said,  "Those  old 
ladies  remind  me  of  Celia  and  Cornelia  Curtis."  She  paused 
a  moment,  then  she  went  on:  "Poor  Cornelia!  She  was  para- 
lyzed, and  unable  to  move.  She  was  sitting  in  front  of  an  open 
wood  fire  when  a  spark  flew  into  her  lap.  She  couldn't  make 
anyone  hear  her  calHng,  and  she  was  burned  to  death." 

This  incident  was  recalled  twenty-four  years  later  in  May, 
1953,  when  I  was  in  England.  I  was  introduced  to  Miss 
Geraldine  Cummings,  author  of  the  book.  Childhood  of  Jesus, 
and  many  other  fine  books,  most  of  which  I  had  read. 

We  met  in  the  lounge  of  the  London  Spiritualist  Alliance, 
and  in  the  course  of  our  talk  she  told  me  about  a  new  book 
she  was  writing  on  the  subject  of  messages  which  could  not  be 
attributed  to  thought  transference.  This  brought  to  my  mind 
the  above  experience  which  I  had  almost  forgotten,  but  which 
fitted  into  her  thesis.  I  promised  to  have  an  account  of  the 
incident  witnessed  and  to  send  it  to  her  when  I  reached 
home. 

Back  in  my  New  York  apartment  about  a  month  later,  I 
found  a  drawer  full  of  accumulated  mail.  I  sat  down  at  my 
desk  and  began  opening  envelopes  and  sorting  the  contents. 
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In  the  midst  of  this  I  distinctly  heard  a  voice  saying:  "Write 
your  story  for  Miss  Cummings  at  once,  and  send  it  to  Mrs.  C 
for  her  verification  tonight."  I  hesitated  for  a  moment,  but  I 
had  learned  from  past  experience  to  heed  a  message  such  as 
this.  I  dropped  everything,  wrote  out  the  story,  and  within  the 
hour  mailed  it  to  Mrs.  C  in  a  nearby  New  Jersey  town.  The 
paper  was  returned  promptly  with  Mrs.  C's  endorsement  on  it. 
Two  days  after  receiving  it  I  read  of  her  death  in  the  morning 
paper. 

Some  time  afterward  Mrs.  C's  sister  told  me  what  had  hap- 
pened. She  had  been  summoned  to  New  Jersey  from  her  home 
in  Bermuda  because  of  her  sister's  illness.  I  had  no  inkling 
she  was  so  ill,  as  I  had  not  heard  from  her  for  several  months. 
The  sister  told  me  that  it  had  been  her  custom  to  open  the 
mail  and  read  it  aloud  each  morning.  When  she  came  to  my 
note  and  the  enclosure,  Mrs.  C  insisted  that  it  should  be  signed 
immediately  and  returned  to  me.  That  night  she  passed  away. 

This  chain  of  circumstances,  spanning  a  quarter  of  a  cen- 
tury, was  part  of  a  succession  of  psychic  experiences  starting 
as  though  by  accident  with  my  introduction  to  the  subject 
through  a  book  borrowed  from  a  friend. 


Chapter  3 

SUBSTANCE  OF  THINGS 

NOT  SEEN 


MY  PSYCHIC  development  was  important  to  the  acceptance 
of  my  mission  and  the  task  of  writing  this  book.  I  feel 
that  the  reader  will  find  a  summary  of  this  phase  of  my  life 
essential  to  an  understanding  of  my  wholehearted  conviction 
that  survival  of  the  spirit,  and  spirit  communication,  are  in- 
controvertible facts.  To  that  end  I  will  outline  further  steps 
in  my  psychic  preparation. 

My  husband  and  I  attended  many  seances  at  Hyslop  House, 
which  affirmed  over  and  over  the  fact  of  spiritual  communica- 
tion. I  have  chosen  a  few  because  of  their  intrinsic  interest 
and  evidential  value. 

A  particulary  poignant  experience  took  place  in  the  autumn 
of  1929.  We  were  leaving  early  in  the  evening  for  a  seance  at 
Hyslop  House.  Frederick,  my  husband,  telephoned  his  brother 
Trowbridge,  who  had  been  ill  for  several  days,  and  concluded 
that  there  was  no  cause  for  immediate  concern.  At  the  seance, 
about  nine  o'clock  that  night,  as  we  sat  in  a  circle,  a  voice 
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Spoke  through  the  trumpet  and  identified  himself  as  my  hus- 
band's brother  Arthur,  who  was  already  on  the  other  side. 

"Fred!"  the  voice  said,  "Trow  will  pass  over  tonight.  Please 
go  up  to  his  apartment  as  soon  as  possible.  You  will  be 
needed!"  My  husband  rushed  to  his  brother's  apartment.  About 
four  o'clock  in  the  morning  Trowbridge  died  of  pneumonia. 

Almost  the  first  thing  Frederick  said  to  me  after  returning 
from  his  brother's  home  was  to  ask:  "Do  you  think  it  would  be 
possible  for  us  to  get  in  touch  with  Trow  today,  if  we  could 
find  a  medium?"  I  was  not  at  all  hopeful,  but  I  rang  up  the 
secretary  of  the  American  Society  for  Psychical  Research  and 
asked  if  she  knew  of  a  medium  we  could  get  for  a  sitting.  T 
was  careful  not  to  give  my  name.  She  hesitated  for  moment, 
then  told  me  that  Mrs.  Ceil  Stewart  was  arriving  that  day 
from  Chicago  about  noon  and  suggested  that  we  try  her. 

Mrs.  Stewart  was  one  of  the  famous  trumpet  mediums  of 
that  period  but  we  had  never  had  a  sitting  with  her.  When 
I  called  her  on  the  telephone,  she  said  she  had  just  entered 
her  hotel  room  and  was  quite  tired.  When  I  explained  that  it 
was  very  important  to  us,  without  telling  her  our  purpose  or 
the  circumstances,  she  agreed  to  meet  us  at  Hyslop  House  that 
evening  at  five.  It  was  after  hours  and  the  caretaker  let  us  in. 
Without  introducing  ourselves,  we  went  straight  upstairs  to 
the  seance  room.  So  far  no  one  knew  who  we  were  and  Mrs. 
Stewart  was  a  complete  stranger  to  us.  We  turned  out  the 
lights  and  within  a  few  minutes  a  voice  spoke. 

"Fred!"  The  voice  was  urgent.  "This  is  Arthur!  Trow  is 
here,  and  very  much  bewildered,  but  he  wants  to  speak  to 
you." 

I  confess  that  at  this  point  I  was  both  surprised  and  incredu- 
lous. It  was  only  thirteen  hours  after  Trowbridge's  death,  and 
he  had  never  been  impressed  when  we  told  him  about  our 
psychic  experiences.  More  than  once  he  had  exclaimed  an- 
grily, "I  think  you  are  two  damn  fools  to  believe  such  things!" 
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But  soon  after  Arthur  had  finished  speaking,  we  heard 
Trow  whispering  through  the  trumpet,  "I  thought  you  were 
damn  fools,  and  here  I  am  now  talking  to  you  myself!"  He 
went  on  to  give  Fred  a  confidential  message  for  Rosemary, 
his  wife. 

"It  is  about  Mrs.  Heefie,"  Trow  said.  "I  did  not  provide  for 
her  in  my  will,  and  she  was  very  good  to  me.  Will  you  ask 
Rosemary  to  see  that  she  is  taken  care  of." 

All  we  knew  about  Mrs.  Heefie  was  that  she  had  been  their 
cook  for  some  years.  And  we  knew  nothing  about  his  will  or 
his  intentions.  Later,  Rosemary  fully  confirmed  the  truth  of 
Trowbridge's  statement  about  Mrs.  Heefie  and  the  will. 

Just  before  the  seance  was  over  Arthur,  speaking  through 
the  trumpet  again,  made  a  strange  request.  He  said  that  during 
the  funeral  service,  if  we  would  watch  the  flowers  at  the  right 
side  of  the  coffin,  they  would  demonstrate  something.  On  the 
day  of  the  funeral,  Frederick,  my  son  and  I  sat  in  the  front 
pew,  our  eyes  fixed  on  a  large  bunch  of  lilies  to  the  right  of 
Trow's  coffin.  During  the  service  without  apparent  cause,  the 
flowers  suddenly  rose,  then,  as  though  held  by  some  invisible 
hand,  they  were  tossed  out  into  the  aisle  close  to  the  pew 
where  we  sat. 

ELSIE 

Another  incident  concerns  the  trumpet  medium,  William 
J.  Cartheuser,  and  his  control  Elsie.  At  seances  she  and  my 
husband  used  to  carry  on  what  we  caUed  an  outrageous 
flirtation. 

One  evening  after  we  returned  from  a  sitting  Frederick 
walked  into  my  room  in  a  pair  of  loud  pink  and  white  striped 
pajamas.  He  sat  down  on  my  bed  where  I  was  reading  and 
we  began  to  discuss  our  evening. 

Finally  Frederick  said:  "Do  you  believe  'Elsie'  really  exists? 
Or  am  I  a  complete  fool  to  accept  it?"  He  made  several  more 
equally  skeptical  remarks  before  he  went  back  to  his  room. 
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The  following  evening,  with  a  group  of  friends,  we  were 
at  another  seance  with  Cartheuser.  Usually  when  the  lights 
were  turned  out,  Elsie's  voice  would  greet  my  husband  first 
with  a  merry  "Hello  Freddie!"  and  other  playful  remarks.  This 
time  Frederick  was  completely  ignored. 

After  a  while  Frederick  said:  "Elsie,  aren't  you  going  to 
speak  to  me?"  An  indignant  little  voice  replied,  telling  him 
that  she  had  followed  us  home  the  night  before,  and  had  seen 
him  come  into  my  room  "in  those  pajamas  with  the  pink  and 
white  stripes."  She  then  repeated  every  word  he  had  said. 

From  that  time  on  Frederick  and  I  were  convinced  about 
Elsie.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  it  was  this  experience  which  gave 
my  husband  his  final  complete  assurance,  not  only  of  eternal 
life,  but  also  of  our  ability  to  speak  with  those  on  the  other 
side.  This  was  a  great  comfort  in  his  last  illness. 

A  RELAYED  MESSAGE 

The  following  incident  was  selected  because  it  involves 
other  people,  and  facts  of  which  I  had  no  knowledge,  and 
because  it  cannot  be  attributed  to  thought  transference. 

One  morning,  in  the  course  of  a  regular  sitting  with  the 
trance  medium,  Chester  Grady,  his  control  said:  "There  is  a 
doctor  here  who  calls  himself  Doctor  J.  .  .  ."  The  name  given 
was  that  of  a  doctor  acquaintance  who  had  died  recently.  Five 
or  six  years  before  they  had  moved  to  another  state  and  I  had 
not  seen  them  since.  "He  would  like  you  to  send  a  message 
to  his  wife,"  the  control  went  on.  "He  is  very  distressed  be- 
cause she  is  grieving  for  him  so  much  he  is  afraid  it  will  make 
her  ill.  He  asks  you  to  write  to  her  that  he  is  with  her  con- 
stantly, and  wants  her  to  know  it." 

The  control  paused  for  a  moment  as  if  listening,  then  spoke 
slowly  and  distinctly.  "He  says  you  are  to  tell  her  this:  T  was 
with  her  when  she  opened  the  deposit  box  yesterday  and  took 
out  my  jewelry.  I  know  how  she  wept  when  she  saw  my  watch. 
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Then  she  put  one  of  my  rings  on  her  finger  and  decided  to 
wear  it  home.'" 

I  wrote  immediately  to  my  friend,  the  doctor's  wife,  about 
the  message.  She  replied  at  once,  saying  that  it  was  true.  She 
had  been  most  unhappy  about  her  husband's  death;  she  had 
gone  to  the  safe  deposit  box  on  the  day  before  my  sitting;  she 
had  wept  over  the  watch,  and  she  had  worn  the  ring  home. 

However,  so  far  as  she  was  concerned,  it  was  wasted  effort 
on  her  husband's  part  as  well  as  on  mine.  The  message  brought 
her  no  comfort.  She  concluded  her  letter  by  saying  that  she 
would  not,  she  could  not  believe  her  husband  could  be  with 
her,  etc.,  etc.  Later  when  I  saw  her,  she  did  not  even  want  to 
talk  about  it. 

ADVENTURE  IN  ART 

The  following  incident  belongs  to  a  later  period,  when  for 
sometime  I  had  been  receiving  inspirational  writing  but  had 
made  no  effort  to  develop  any  other  form  of  mediumistic 
ability.  I  include  it  because  this  experience  had  no  explanation 
until  I  received  a  trumpet  message  at  a  seance  a  year  or  two 
later. 

About  1931  I  was  quite  ill  with  asthma.  I  found  myself 
with  much  leisure  and  an  urge  to  paint.  During  my  girlhood 
I  had  the  conventional  two  or  three  years  of  drawing  lessons 
and  one  year  of  workmg  m  pastels,  but  I  hadn't  attempted  any 
other  art  work  since. 

I  told  a  friend  of  my  interest  in  painting,  and  she  recom- 
mended Mr.  Oberhauser  of  the  Art  Students  League  to  give 
me  private  lessons  at  home.  I  called  the  League  and  he  agreed 
to  give  me  the  lessons. 

When  he  arrived,  he  made  a  still  life  arrangement  and 
painted  a  picture,  then  he  asked  me  to  do  the  same  thing  with 
another  arrangement  before  the  next  lesson.  When  he  returned 
he  asked,  "Who  helped  you  with  this?"  We  had  a  few  more 
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lessons,  and  he  continued  to  show  surprise  at  my  attempts, 
until  the  lessons  stopped  and  I  went  to  the  country  for  the 
summer.  While  I  was  away  I  painted  about  five  flower  pictures 
which  my  family  have  today.  When  we  came  back  to  New 
York  and  took  an  apartment  for  the  winter,  I  decided  I  had 
been  doing  so  well  I  would  take  some  lessons  at  the  Grand 
Central  Art  School.  I  was  surprised  to  find  that  the  studies 
I  turned  out  were  just  no  good  at  all. 

During  that  winter  whenever  passing  the  Parke-Bernet  Gal- 
leries, which  happened  quite  often,  I  would  feel  a  strong  urge 
to  go  in.  When  I  did  I  would  get  a  definite  impression  exactly 
where  I  must  look  among  the  many  paintings  displayed  on 
the  walls.  It  always  turned  out  to  be  a  painting  by  John  Singer 
Sargent.  This  urge  also  led  me  to  his  paintings  at  the  Metro- 
politan Museum  of  Art. 

About  a  year  later  I  attended  a  trumpet  seance  with  a  group 
of  friends  and  a  medium  I  had  never  sat  with  before.  During 
the  sitting  a  voice  from  the  trumpet,  identifying  himself  as 
John  Singer  Sargent,  said  that  he  came  to  speak  to  a  young 
artist  in  the  circle,  who,  I  later  learned  had  been  having  weekly 
sittings  to  receive  instruction  from  that  master  painter.  To  my 
surprise,  the  voice  also  addressed  me.  "You  were  once  my 
pupil,"  he  said,  "but  when  you  chose  to  go  to  another  teacher, 
there  was  nothing  more  I  could  do  for  you." 

A  JAPANESE  SEANCE 

One  afternoon  my  son  came  to  meet  my  husband  and  me  at 
Hyslop  House  for  a  seance  with  Mrs.  Stewart,  the  trumpet 
medium.  My  son  had  finished  a  sitting  for  a  young  Japanese 
artist,  who  was  painting  his  portrait.  When  my  son  arrived  he 
brought  the  artist,  who  had  never  attended  a  seance  and  had 
a  strong  desire  to  do  so.  In  the  bare  little  room  with  a  few 
unpainted  chairs  and  a  table,  we  sat  in  a  circle,  turned  off  the 
lights,  and  recited  the  Lord's  Prayer  as  was  our  custom. 
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In  a  short  time  a  fire  began  to  glow  in  the  center  of  the 
circle,  and  three  Indians  partially  materialized.  We  could  see 
their  heads  and  shoulders  quite  clearly,  also  their  feather  head- 
dresses. This  was  the  first  time  any  of  us  had  seen  a  materiali- 
zation. Presently  they  began  to  dance  round  and  round  the 
fire.  We  could  see  them  waving  their  arms  and  hear  the 
stamping  of  their  feet  on  the  floor.  We  were  told  after  the 
seance  was  over  that  the  stamping  had  been  heard  plainly  in 
the  room  below. 

After  a  few  moments  of  this,  the  Indians  faded  away  and  we 
began  to  hear  voices  speaking  through  the  trumpet,  but  in  a 
language  we  did  not  understand.  To  our  amazement,  the 
Japanese  artist  replied  in  the  same  language.  He  carried  on  a 
conversation  with  someone  whom  he  later  identified  as  his 
father.  When  the  first  communicator  had  finished,  other  voices 
spoke  to  him  in  Japanese.  These  were  all  relatives  of  the  artist, 
who  told  us  that  everything  they  said  could  be  confirmed  by 
him.  And  the  language  they  spoke  was  an  ancient  dialect  used 
only  by  Japanese  noblemen. 

Mrs.  Stewart,  an  American  from  the  middle  west,  knew  no 
Japanese,  much  less  a  special  dialect  of  the  Japanese  nobility. 

WHAT  DID  THE  STRAY  CAT  SEE? 

Many  skeptics  attribute  psychic  messages  from  relatives  and 
friends  to  nothing  more  than  mind  reading  by  the  medium, 
and  other  manifestations  to  wishful  thinking,  accidental  coinci- 
dence, hallucination,  or  fraud.  They  should  find  the  following 
story  interesting  because  it  cannot  be  attributed  to  any  of  those 
causes.  It  did  not  occur  at  a  seance.  No  messages  were  re- 
ceived. But  something  strange  happened.  The  most  interesting 
member  of  our  little  party,  also  the  most  interested,  was  a 
stray  cat. 

It  happened  during  our  1929  cruise  around  Africa.  When 
we  reached  Durban  it  was  so  warm  that  Mother  decided  she 
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would  remain  on  shipboard,  while  I  went  sight-seeing  with  my 
husband  and  son.  After  visiting  many  places  of  interest,  we 
stopped  at  a  botanical  garden  to  see  a  collection  of  rare  plants. 
In  the  center  of  the  garden  was  a  small  stone  building  which 
the  Portuguese  built  as  a  storehouse  hundreds  of  years  before. 
The  walls  were  about  four  feet  thick  and  there  were  no  win- 
dows. We  went  in  and  saw  that  it  had  been  converted  into  a 
small  memorial  chapel  with  a  tiny  altar  at  the  far  end.  The 
walls  were  almost  covered  by  brass  tablets  on  which  the  names 
of  English  soldiers  were  inscribed.  We  were  tired  and  hot  and 
it  looked  so  cool  and  inviting  that  we  stayed  a  few  moments 
to  rest.  The  building  was  narrow  and  benches  lined  the  walls 
on  each  side,  with  only  an  aisle-like  space  between  them. 

My  husband  and  I  sat  down  on  a  bench  with  our  backs 
against  the  wall,  while  our  son  sat  facing  us  on  a  bench  directly 
opposite.  I  removed  my  hat,  and  began  to  read  the  names  on 
some  of  the  tablets.  A  cat  walked  in,  sprang  into  my  lap,  and 
curled  up  as  though  expecting  to  spend  the  rest  of  the  after- 
noon. I  stroked  its  fur  and  it  purred  contentedly. 

Suddenly  there  was  a  series  of  raps.  They  grew  louder  and 
louder,  and  seemed  to  come  from  every  part  of  those  massive 
stone  walls.  It  was  like  nothing  we  had  ever  experienced 
before,  and  we  sat  motionless,  listening  intently.  Then  I  hap- 
pened to  glance  down  at  the  cat.  Every  hair  on  its  back  was 
standing  straight  up,  and  its  tail  was  as  big  as  a  muff.  It  was 
looking  up  and  down,  and  behind  it,  and  at  the  opposite  wall. 

My  son  remarked  that  he  had  a  strong  feeling  someone  was 
standing  close  beside  him,  at  his  right.  We  could  not  see  any- 
thing— but  apparently  the  cat  could.  It  rose  up  on  my  lap,  its 
back  arched  in  a  half  circle,  its  eyes  fixed  on  the  spot  indicated 
by  my  son  as  though  it  saw  something  which  was  invisible  to 
us.  After  a  few  moments,  its  eyes  wide  and  green,  the  cat 
sprang  to  the  floor  with  a  loud  yowl,  its  gaze  still  on  the  spot. 
It  slowly  backed  toward  the  door  and  fled. 
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None  of  us  had  the  slightest  thought  of  anything  super- 
natural when  we  entered  the  ancient  building.  The  cat  un- 
doubtedly saw  and  heard  something  that  frightened  it,  and  my 
son  felt  its  presence  at  his  elbow. 


Chapter  4 

ABDUL: 
SPIRIT  OF  THE  EAST 


AFTER  several  years  of  evidential  sittings  with  various  me- 
diums, my  husband  and  I  were  so  completely  convinced  of 
survival  and  the  possibility  of  spirit  communication  that  we 
wanted  to  share  these  beliefs  with  our  friends.  For  this  reason 
we  formed  groups  of  ten  or  twelve  people  for  frequent  seances 
with  Valiantine,  Cartheuser  and  others  at  Hyslop  House. 

One  evening  at  a  Cartheuser  sitting,  when  there  was  a  larger 
group  than  usual,  my  son  and  I  sat  at  one  end  of  the  elongated 
circle.  The  medium  was  at  least  twenty  feet  away  at  the  other 
end  of  the  completely  dark  room.  In  one  of  those  interludes 
when  nothing  of  interest  happened  for  a  while,  my  son  became 
bored. 

"Let's  have  a  seance  by  ourselves,"  he  whispered  in  my  ear. 

"How  could  we  do  that?"  I  asked  under  my  breath. 

"Let's  ask  Red  Blanket  if  he  can't  do  something  for  us," 
he  whispered  back. 

'Red  Blanket'  purported  to  be  my  son's  Indian  guide,  and 
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had  come  to  him  through  a  number  of  trumpet  or  direct  voice 
mediums.  He  was  an  extremely  powerful  force,  with  a  voice 
which  sometimes  actually  shook  the  floor  of  the  room  above 
and  was  plainly  heard  there. 

"Red  Blanket,  are  you  here?"  my  son  whispered,  very  softly. 

"Yes!"  his  great  voice  bellowed  back.  "Me  here!" 

Everyone  in  the  room  jumped — including  ourselves — and 
for  a  moment  we  were  properly  subdued.  Then  my  son  began 
to  whisper  again.  "Don't  speak.  Red  Blanket!  But  can  you 
beat  a  drum  which  is  on  the  bottom  shelf  of  the  book-case 
behind  Cartheuser?" 

In  a  few  moments  a  great  rat-tat-tatting  came  from  the 
other  end  of  the  room,  and  everybody  was  all  enthusiasm 
and  curiosity  about  this  unusual  phenomenon.  We  thought  it 
was  pretty  good  ourselves,  so  my  son  tried  again.  This  time 
he  whispered  to  Red  Blanket  the  suggestion  that  he  try  to  pull 
a  book  out  of  the  book-case.  To  our  horror,  he  began  pulling 
them  all  out  from  the  top  shelf,  one  by  one — which  was  not 
good  for  the  books! 

"That's  enough!"  I  whispered  to  my  son.  "Don't  ask  him  to 
do  anything  more!" 

But  apparently  Red  Blanket  was  having  a  wonderful  time. 
A  window  shade  was  pulled  down  and  let  go  so  that  it  flew  up 
with  a  great  clatter  and  flapped  round  and  round,  making  a 
frightful  racket.  By  this  time  my  husband,  who  was  on  the 
other  side  of  the  circle,  suspected  us. 

"I  think  you  are  very  inconsiderate!"  he  said.  "Please  don't 
do  any  more  of  this.  .  .  ." 

However,  in  the  chair  next  to  my  son  was  a  well-known  and 
skeptical  judge  who  was  the  only  one  in  a  position  to  hear 
what  had  been  going  on  between  my  son,  Red  Blanket,  and 
me.  He  had  evidently  overheard  the  whole  thing,  and  he  spoke 
up  in  no  uncertain  terms. 

"On  the  contrary,"  he  said.  "I  think  this  is  a  most  remark- 
able and  convincing  demonstration.  I  have  never  been  able  to 
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believe  in  psychic  phenomena  before,  but  when  a  sitter  can 
whisper  to  an  unseen  Indian,  without  knowledge  of  the  me- 
dium, and  ask  him  to  perform  tricks  which  he  proceeds  to  do, 
I  am  convinced!" 


SPIRIT  OF  THE  EAST 

After  that  day  in  1926  when  I  first  met  a  medium  face  to 
face,  and  was  greeted  with  the  prophetic  pronouncement 
"medium  meets  medium,"  I  was  told  several  times  at  sittings 
that  I  would  eventually  develop  psychic  power.  However, 
nothing  out  of  the  ordinary  occurred  and  after  a  while  I  ceased 
to  think  about  it.  Then,  one  afternoon  during  the  summer  of 
1928,  I  sat  at  my  desk  to  write  a  note.  In  the  middle  of  the 
first  page  I  made  what  I  thought  was  a  mistake,  crumpled  up 
the  paper  and  threw  it  into  the  wastebasket. 

I  took  a  fresh  sheet  and  began  again,  and  realized  that  I  was 
repeating  the  previous  mistake.  Really  annoyed  this  time,  I 
started  once  more,  very  carefully,  only  to  find  that  I  had 
written  on  the  paper,  in  spite  of  myself,  "Write  what  I  tell 
you!" 

I  sat  staring  at  the  words  in  astonishment,  then  retrieved  the 
two  discarded  sheets  from  the  wastebasket.  When  I  smoothed 
them  out  I  saw  that  I  had  written  that  same  sentence  on  each 
of  them.  Gathering  them  up  quickly,  I  ran  down  stairs  to  the 
library  where  my  husband  spread  the  three  sheets  of  paper  out 
in  front  of  him.  He  studied  them  for  a  moment  before  he  gave 
them  back  to  me.  "Well,"  he  said,  "why  don't  you  try  it?  Go 
back  and  write  what  they  tell  you!" 

Back  at  my  desk  again  I  clearly  heard  words  spoken  within 
my  right  inner  ear.  The  message  told  me  that  if  I  would  meet 
the  commuicator  at  the  same  place,  at  the  same  hour  each 
afternoon,  he  would  give  me  a  message.  It  was  signed,  "Spirit 
of  the  East." 

This  development  was  totally  unexpected.  I  knew  nothing 
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about  inspirational  writing  at  that  time  nor  did  I  know  anyone 
who  had  done  it.  But  thereafter,  I  would  hurry  home  to  keep 
my  five  o'clock  appointment  with  the  "Spirit  of  the  East,"  who 
after  a  while  identified  himself  to  me  as  "Abdul." 

The  two  usual  forms  of  writing  mediumship  can  be  de- 
scribed as  follows: 

Inspirational  writing  mediumship  is  a  form  of  mental  con- 
trol by  some  friendly  entity,  or  teacher,  who  impresses  upon 
his  subject  thoughts  which  are  put  down  on  paper  in  writing. 

Goethe  expressed  it  perfectly:  "Many  times  has  a  sheet  of 
blank  paper  lain  on  my  desk.  I  am  unconscious  that  I  write 
until  I  look  down  and  find  it  filled  with  poetry." 

On  the  other  hand  automatic  writing  is  a  form  of  control 
over  both  mind  and  hand.  When  I  attempt  to  do  automatic 
writing  my  hand  feels  alive  and  yanks  the  pencil  from  side  to 
side,  or  races  over  the  paper  in  a  series  of  scrawls.  Occasion- 
ally words  are  spelled  out  that  I  am  able  to  read,  but  so  far  I 
have  preferred  the  inspirational  type  of  writing  which  came  to 
me  first.  However  many  excellent  books,  such  as  William 
Stainton  Moses'  Spirit  Teachings,  have  been  received  through 
automatic  writing. 

The  first  messages,  which  I  have  always  liked  to  call  my 
letters,  were  Eastern  in  style,  and  frequently  poetic.  As  time 
passed,  they  became  much  longer  and  more  profound  in  char- 
acter, often  discussing  subjects  about  which  I  knew  nothing. 
Sometimes  Abdul  even  used  words  that  I  had  to  look  up  in 
the  dictionary  before  I  knew  what  they  meant. 

To  the  sceptical  or  uninformed,  references  to  guides  and 
spirit  teachers  must  seem  absurd.  To  them  it  will  seem  difiicult 
to  believe  that  there  are  many  more  spirit  missionaries  on  the 
planes  beyond  than  there  are  here  in  the  earth  life. 

Service  is  the  highest  form  of  love  in  heaven,  just  as  it  is 
here.  There  is  an  infinite  number  of  great  souls  who  give  most 
of  their  time  and  thought  to  trying  to  guide  us  along  the  way 
we  should  go,  whether  we  desire  it  or  not.  It  is  a  tremendous 


Abdul  33 

advantage  to  know  this,  for  the  spirit  teachers  are  only  too 
happy  to  help  or  inspire  us  to  achieve  that  for  which  we  seek. 
Such  a  soul  is  Abdul. 

Frequently  guides  will  attach  themselves  to  some  individual 
who  is  undertaking  a  project  such  as  mine  which  needs  spirit- 
ual guidance.  To  me  this  is  another  indication  that  the  man 
who  relies  upon  his  own  conception  of  life,  as  he  knows  it, 
without  seeking  spiritual  guidance  is  under  a  severe  handicap. 

From  the  beginning  of  my  psychic  development  Abdul  has 
shown  infinite  patience.  During  those  first  years  my  periodic 
attacks  of  disbelief  must  have  been  most  trying.  Since  I  have 
proved  my  desire  to  co-operate  in  every  sense  of  the  word,  he 
has  set  himself  the  task  of  attempting  to  remake  my  character. 
This,  to  put  it  mildly  is  no  small  order.  I  find  Abdul's  anxiety 
for  my  state  of  perfection  both  uplifting  and  discouraging! 

His  morning  messages  are  frequently  critical.  He  is  always 
kind,  but  he  does  not  hesitate  to  reprove  me  for  my  short- 
comings. Gradually  his  determination  and  persistence  have 
changed  me  in  many  ways.  If  I  respond  to  his  suggestions,  and 
make  a  real  effort  to  do  as  he  asks,  he  is  not  only  appreciative 
but  often  warm  in  praise.  Knowing  that  his  guidance  is  sound, 
I  turn  to  him  more  and  more  frequently  but  never  to  ask  him 
to  make  decisions  for  me.  That  I  am  told  we  must  do  for 
ourselves.  We  cannot  shift  responsibility  to  our  spiritual 
teachers,  or  guardian  angels  as  some  call  them.  This  earth 
existence  is  a  preparation  for  our  life  to  come,  therefore  we 
must  learn  to  think  and  act  for  ourselves. 

"When  in  a  quandary,"  Abdul  advises,  "drop  down  upon 
your  knees  and  pray.  Nearly  always  your  decisions  will  then  be 
the  right  ones."  I  have  found  it  is  not  that  I  will  be  told  in 
words  what  to  do,  but  in  some  unknown  way  I  will  be  guided 
in  the  right  direction. 

Abdul  is  not  always  profound,  nor  even  serious,  for  he  has 
a  keen  sense  of  humor.  As  an  example  here  are  extracts  from 
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two  of  his  letters,  one  of  them  written  at  a  time  when  I  was 
quite  upset: 

WORRY 

"Beloved,  welcome  home!  Be  not  disturbed  about  the  past 
few  weeks,  for  they  are  no  longer  a  part  of  your  life.  That  is 
over,  and  there  is  nothing  you  can  do  about  it.  [Rather  than 
a  term  of  endearment,  'Beloved'  is  used  as  a  name  by  Abdul.] 

"We  must  appreciate  one  thing — that  such  things  as  come 
to  us  are  not  the  things  to  worry  about.  Worry  about  the 
possibility  that  you  are  not  giving  out  all  you  can  to  those 
about  you.  Worry  about  your  own  soul.  Is  it  loving,  kind  and 
pure?  Worry  about  us,  your  friends,  who  love  you  and  want 
your  love  and  attention.  Worry  about  not  being  close  enough 
to  God  and  the  beloved  Master.  Worry  because  you  do  not 
get  down  on  your  knees  often  enough,  and  pray  from  your 
heart.  And  worry  because  you  did  not  think  before  you  spoke! 
If  you  did  that,  you  would  have  fewer  regrets.  .  .  . 

"Yes,  worry  can  be  a  sweet  thing  after  all,  because  all  the 
things  I  ask  you  to  worry  about  are  things  you  already  try  to 
do.  So  make  worry  a  joy  and  a  comfort,  if  you  know  what  I 
mean!  Let's  change  the  name  of  worry,  rejoicing  that  you  may 
do  all  these  things  and  do  them  well. 

"There  are  things  you  cannot  do,  and  you  know  it.  There- 
fore, your  time  and  your  thought  must  be  given  to  the  things 
you  can  do.  Even  your  own  little  world  is  too  big  for  you  to 
worry  about,  my  child.  God  bless  thee.  .  .  .  Feel  happy  again!" 

HAPPINESS 

"Happiness  is  within  ourselves,  know  you  not  that?  Know 
you  not  that  happiness  and  love  go  hand  in  hand?  Loving 
those  who  know  not  the  meaning  of  the  word  seems  next  to 
impossible,  but  Christ,  the  Master,  loved  even  those  who  per- 
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secuted  him.  Can  you  not  give  love  to  all  those  in  your  parti- 
cular circle  of  loving? 

"If  you  love  enough,  then  will  you  know  true  happiness. 
Love  forgets  past  injuries,  and  love  wishes  to  serve,  and  ex- 
pects no  recompense  for  serving.  Serving  is  not  menial,  but 
the  most  kingly  act  of  love.  Happiness  we  all  seek,  and  know 
you  not  that  it  is  within  the  grasp  of  everyman?  Provided  he 
but  goes  about  seeking  to  assist  the  lonely  ones,  and  the 
humble  in  spirit  who  efface  themselves  and  ask  no  royalties 
of  any  king.  He,  your  humble  neighbor,  expects  nothing  but 
will  receive  much. 

"Happiness  is  your  birthright,  and  everyman's,  but  elusive 
though  it  seems,  it  is  not  won  by  seeking  in  the  shops  of  mater- 
iality, nor  in  the  hostels  of  satiation.  Happiness  walks  ever  by 
your  side,  as  close  to  you  as  your  own  shadow;  but  you  do 
not  look  for  it  so  close  at  hand. 

"Happiness  is  yours  if  you  love  a  little  more;  give  a  little 
more;  expect  little;  and  be  the  judge  of  no  man.  See  in  him  a 
helpless  lamb  of  God,  walking  along  the  same  road  we  all 
have  trod.  Happiness  and  love  are  always  by  your  side.  They 
never  weary  of  following  on  through  your  whole  life  long, 
expecting  nothing,  asking  nothing  but  to  be  your  closest 
friends  and  to  be  recognized. 

"May  love  and  happiness  step  into  the  light,  where  you  may 
see  them  both  tonight." 

ABDUL,  A  FRIEND  OF  ALL  MANKIND 

The  following  letter  from  Abdul  is  included  because  it  is  so 
typical  of  his  philosophy.  It  refers  to  a  strange  sort  of  vision 
I  had  experienced  the  day  before  as  I  was  walking  up  a  ramp 
of  the  New  York  subway. 

"Astonishing,  was  it  not?"  Abdul  wrote.  "That  mass  of 
humanity,  walking  and  climbing  up,  you  knew  not  where! 
Each  with  his  own  purpose  in  life,  his  own  dreams  and  ambi- 
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tions  to  fulfill.  So  it  is  that  we  see  them  from  here  .  .  .  our 
friends,  our  people,  marching  up  to  God.  His  beloved  ones, 
each  and  every  soul  dear  to  him.  Their  loves  and  their  sorrows 
are  His,  too,  just  as  yours  are. 

"Fasten  your  eyes  upon  that  star  above,  and  march  on. 
March  up!  Hear  His  cymbals  ring  out,  calling  you  from  above. 
Look  not  backwards,  unless  to  grasp  some  helpless  hand  and 
pull  another  soul  up  along  with  you.  Tire  not  .  .  .  leave  all  to 
Him  .  .  .  but  march  on  to  His  song  of  love.  Clearly  marked 
along  the  way.  His  willing  servants  do  most  lovingly  guide 
your  stumbling  feet.  Lean  upon  them,  for  they  are  great  in 
strength  given  by  Him,  our  loving  Master.  Clearly  do  you  see 
at  times  ...  let  not  that  vision  fade!  See  in  the  faces  of  all 
men,  of  all  nations,  a  bit  of  hope  and  of  love  which  will  grow 
and  grow  .  .  .  until  the  very  least  of  those  souls  you  saw  in  the 
passing  crowds  will  stand  themselves  some  day  as  guides  to 
lead  others  on  their  way." 

Many  of  my  friends  have  commented  on  the  unusual  spirit 
relationship  between  Abdul,  my  son  Allen,  and  myself.  They 
say  that  they  know  of  no  one  who  has  had  a  similar  privilege. 
I  am  sure  there  must  be  many,  but  I  have  not  happened  to 
learn  about  them.  If  there  are  those  among  my  readers  with  a 
like  experience,  I  should  enjoy  hearing  from  them. 

This  state  of  affairs  did  not  come  about  all  at  once,  but  was 
revealed  gradually  as  I  finally  proved  to  my  friends  on  the 
other  side  that  T  was  sincere  and  could  be  depended  upon. 
Abdul  and  my  son  Allen  now  make  themselves  known  to  me 
in  several  ways,  usually  by  raps  or  a  gentle  but  unmistakable 
touch  upon  my  hair  or  eyebrows. 

They  are  ready  to  make  their  presence  felt  whenever  they 
are  needed.  They  have  told  me  this  many  times,  and  I  have 
learned  from  constant  practice  that  it  is  true.  I  do  admit  that 
my  relationship  with  those  on  the  other  side  may  be  somewhat 
unusual — but  if  this  can  happen  to  me  I  feel  sure  that  any 
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two  people  who  have  loved  each  other,  and  have  been  parted 
for  a  time  by  death,  may  gain  a  cheerful  understanding  through 
practice  of  communication  with  those  in  the  unseen  world  by 
the  use  of  simple,  easily  recognized  signals.  Of  course,  the  one 
on  this  earth  plane  must  be  somewhat  mediumistic,  but  most 
people  have  a  little  of  the  psychic  in  them,  even  though  they 
may  not  recognize  it  as  such. 

Many  believe  that  those  who  have  passed  on  should  not  be 
disturbed  and  brought  back.  If  only  they  knew  how  frequently 
our  loved  ones  are  even  more  anxious  to  reach  us  than  we  may 
be  to  reach  them!  The  concept  of  heaven  as  a  hush-hush  place, 
awesome  and  austere,  is  far  from  the  truth.  The  life  to  come, 
I  am  told,  is  in  many  ways  surprisingly  like  the  life  we  know 
now.  Otherwise,  the  transition  would  be  too  abrupt  for  the 
average  mortal  to  accept.  The  difference  lies  only  in  the  greater 
beauty  of  the  surroundings,  and  in  the  freedom  from  fear, 
pain,  and  the  many  ills  that  flesh  is  heir  to.  I  sometimes  wonder 
when  man  will  wake  up  to  the  only  lasting  assets  he  can  ever 
have — to  joy,  peace,  and  continued  happiness,  both  here  and 
now  and  throughout  eternity! 

Abdul  and  Allen  not  only  make  themselves  known  by  sig- 
nals, but  they  have  also  come  to  me  clairvoyantly  at  times,  so 
I  have  seen  them  both.  They  are  indeed  a  magnificent  sight 
— tall,  stately,  and  very  impressive,  especially  Abdul,  who 
appears  in  colorful  Eastern  robes.  Allen  apparently  prefers 
the  conventional  white  which  so  many  in  the  spirit  world 
assume,  although  I  am  told  this  is  not  obligatory. 
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Chapter  5 

ALLEN: 

THE  SON  I  LOST, 

AND  FOUND  AGAIN 


FOR  THE  sake  of  the  mothers  who  have  lost  a  child,  I  hope 
many  will  read  this  chapter  and  be  comforted.  In  1903  I 
lost  a  much  longed  for  baby  boy,  whom  we  had  named  Allen. 
He  had  remained  with  us  only  three  days — a  great  disappoint- 
ment and  sorrow. 

Many  years  later,  my  husband  and  I  were  to  have  a  reunion 
with  Allen,  under  touching  and  almost  tragic  circumstances. 
This  was  shortly  after  my  husband  realized  that  he  had  cancer 
of  the  throat.  As  a  doctor  he  was  aware  of  the  long  months  of 
suffering  ahead. 

One  day  he  asked  me  to  arrange  a  sitting  with  Mrs.  Myrtle 
Larson  of  St.  Louis  who  was  in  New  York  at  the  time.  We 
had  never  had  a  sitting  with  Mrs.  Larson  before,  but  we  had 
heard  many  excellent  things  about  her  as  a  person  and  a 
medium.  When  we  arrived  at  Hyslop  House  she  met  us  at  the 
door  and  led  us  up  two  flights  of  stairs  to  a  windowless  seance 
room  furnished  only  with  an  unpainted  pine  table  and  several 
folding  chairs. 

39 
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On  a  table  some  distance  from  where  we  sat  was  an  old 
battered  phonograph,  some  records,  a  pad  and  pencil,  and  an 
aluminum  trumpet.  The  machine  was  unwound  and  the  re- 
cords were  left  lying  on  the  table  beside  the  phonograph.  Mrs. 
Larson  sat  on  a  chair  in  the  middle  of  the  room  and  Frederick 
sat  directly  in  front  of  her  holding  both  her  hands  in  his.  He 
also  put  a  foot  on  each  side  of  hers  so  that  she  could  not 
possibly  move  them  without  his  knowledge.  I  turned  out  the 
light  and  sat  beside  him. 

By  the  time  we  finished  repeating  the  Lord's  Prayer  we  were 
conscious  of  sounds  of  winding  and  scratching  coming  from 
the  table.  Soon  afterward  we  heard  music  and  Mrs.  Larson 
explained  that  this  was  all  done  by  her  spirit  guide  who  took 
full  charge  of  the  phonograph,  turning  it  on  and  off  as  needed. 
This  was  something  quite  new  to  us,  and  impressed  us  as 
physical  phenomena  showing  unusual  psychic  power. 

The  first  communicator  spoke  without  use  of  the  trumpet 
in  a  loud  and  clear  voice.  He  said  he  was  our  son  Allen  and 
he  addressed  Frederick,  telling  him  that  he  knew  what  he  had 
been  planning  to  do,  but  that  no  matter  how  much  suffering 
he  might  have  to  undergo,  he  must  not  do  it.  He  then  went  on 
to  explain  many  things,  assuring  his  father  that  it  would  help 
him  in  his  future  life  if  he  would  accept  whatever  might  come. 
On  the  other  hand,  if  he  carried  out  the  action  he  was  con- 
templating he  would  regret  it  for  many  long  years.  Allen  then 
asked  his  father  to  give  him  his  word  that  he  would  not  do 
what  he  had  secretly  planned.  Frederick  promised. 

When  we  reached  home  my  husband  admitted  that  he  had 
planned  to  take  his  life.  He  explained  that  he  could  see  no 
reason  for  going  through  all  the  suffering  he  would  have  to 
endure,  with  death  as  its  inevitable  end,  but  he  assured  me 
that  I  need  not  worry  now.  He  had  given  his  word  to  Allen 
and  he  would  keep  it.  Not  only  did  he  keep  his  word,  but  for 
four  tragic  years  he  was  the  bravest,  the  most  uncomplaining 
man  I  have  ever  known. 
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On  February  4th,  1934,  my  husband  passed  on.  At  one  of 
the  first  seances  I  attended  after  his  death  he  came  to  tell  me 
that  when  he  passed  over  he  saw  a  beautiful  young  spirit 
waiting  for  him  with  the  reassuring  words,  "I  am  Allen, 
Father  .  .  .  may  1  take  you  home?" 

Here  I  should  like  to  explain  that  not  all  seances  are  sad 
or  depressing,  but  on  the  contrary  full  of  laughter.  And  amus- 
ing messages  are  frequently  the  most  characteristic  and  also 
the  most  evidential.  An  incident  which  occurred  at  another 
sitting  with  Mrs.  Larson — this  time  shortly  after  my  husband's 
death — serves  to  illustrate  both  points. 

My  husband  was  always  a  fun-loving  person  and  he  has  not 
changed.  I  add  this  last  sentence  because  some  friends  of  mine 
have  said  that  the  very  thought  of  speaking  to  those  on  the 
other  side  makes  them  feel  "creepy."  How  mistaken  they  are! 
Our  dear  ones  are  so  much  more  alive  than  we  are!  My  hus- 
band has  described  us  as  beings  who  seem  to  be  walking  under 
water  in  deep-sea  diving  suits.  We  move  so  slowly  in  compari- 
son to  their  glorious  freedom! 

I  had  been  back  in  the  city  only  a  few  days  after  Frederick's 
death  when  I  learned  that  Mrs.  Larson  had  returned  to  town 
for  a  short  time,  and  I  was  able  to  arrange  a  sitting  in  her 
circle  which  was  meeting  at  Hyslop  House.  It  was  a  large 
group,  but  no  sooner  had  the  lights  been  turned  out,  and  the 
Lord's  Prayer  repeated,  than  a  voice  shouted:  "Fred!  Fred! 
Harriet,  this  is  Fred!" 

There  was  a  burst  of  laughter,  then  came  the  voice  of 
Arthur,  my  brother-in-law,  who  had  passed  over  some  five 
years  before.  "Harriet,"  he  said,  "that  was  Fred.  We  tried  to 
keep  him  quiet  but  he  was  so  anxious  to  speak  to  you  we 
couldn't  do  anything  with  him." 

When  Frederick  spoke  again  he  took  me  completely  by 
surprise  by  asking  why  we  had  not  put  shoes  on  his  feet  when 
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he  was  buried.  I  answered  quickly  that  I  had  not  the  least  idea 
this  had  not  been  done.  However,  a  relative  had  taken  care  of 
the  funeral  arrangements,  and  when  next  I  saw  him  I  asked 
him  about  the  shoes.  He  told  me  then,  for  the  first  time,  that 
he  had  not  realized  until  after  our  return  from  the  cemetery 
that  he  had  forgotten  to  give  the  shoes  to  the  undertaker. 

Many  people  contend  that  psychic  raps  are  merely  the 
creaking  of  walls  or  furniture,  but  Allen's  have  a  tone  all  their 
own  which  makes  them  quite  unmistakable.  For  even  greater 
certainty,  I  have  tested  them  many  times  from  the  standpoint 
of  intelligent  purpose.  Frequently,  when  I  am  in  bed,  reading, 
I  will  hear  a  loud  bang  from  the  other  end  of  the  room.  I 
always  reply,  "Thank  you,  darling!  But  can't  you  come  a  bit 
closer?"  Before  I  can  count  ten  there  will  be  a  milder  rap  on 
the  bureau  near  the  foot  of  my  bed. 

"Not  close  enough,"  I  say.  "Can't  you  do  better  than  that?" 
This  time  there  will  come  a  gentle  tap  on  the  bed-table  close 
to  my  elbow.  It  cannot  be  explained  away  as  chance  or  imag- 
ination, when  my  spirit  son  is  able  to  follow  my  directions  in 
something  he  must  know  gives  me  so  much  pleasure. 

During  the  winter  of  1952  I  was  unusually  psychic  and 
experienced  some  rather  extraordinary  phenomena.  It  was 
during  this  period  that  Allen  played  a  psychic  prank  on  me. 
This  came  unexepectedly  as  all  of  my  psychic  incidents  do. 

It  was  my  custom  to  go  to  bed  about  nine  o'clock  and  sit 
upright  with  three  pillows  behind  me,  knitting  while  I  watch 
television.  One  night  I  wanted  to  change  the  station  so  I 
carefully  put  my  free  yellow  knitting  needle  through  the  ball 
of  wool.  When  I  returned  to  my  knitting  the  needle  was  gone. 
I  searched  everywhere  for  it  without  success,  so  I  gave  up,  got 
a  bright  green  needle  of  the  same  size  and  continued  my  work. 
Ready  for  sleep,  I  pushed  the  green  needle  through  the  ball 
and  wrapped  my  knitting  in  a  towel. 
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The  next  morning  I  made  a  careful  search  of  the  bed,  under 
and  around  it,  but  the  yellow  knitting  needle  could  not  be 
found.  No  one  but  I  had  been  in  the  room  all  day.  But  that 
evening,  when  I  unrolled  the  towel  and  picked  up  my  knitting, 
there  stuck  through  the  ball  of  worsted,  were  both  the  green 
and  yellow  needles. 

Always  conscious  of  psychic  phenomena,  I  realized  that 
this  could  be  what  is  called  an  apport  by  psychic  researchers, 
a  form  of  psychic  phenomena  in  which  a  material  object  is 
transported  from  one  place  to  another  by  some  invisible  force. 
The  object  may  often  seem  lost,  as  in  this  case,  until  it  is 
returned  by  the  force  which  caused  it  to  disappear.  Walls 
and  distance  seem  to  cause  no  difficulty  to  the  unseen  demon- 
strators of  this  type  of  psychic  phenomonon.  After  checking 
over  the  circumstances,  it  was  with  some  amusement  that  I 
accepted  the  incident  as  a  true  apport,  for  which  Allen  was 
probably  responsible.  This  was  later  confirmed  at  a  seance. 

Another  instance  occurred  many  years  later  on  April  11, 
1952  when  a  friend,  Anne  Richter,  came  to  New  York  to 
attend  a  regular  Friday  evening  circle  with  Mr.  Frank  Decker, 
the  head  of  the  Third  Spiritualist  Church  of  New  York  City. 
He  told  us  that  he  had  suspended  the  circle,  but  after  refusing 
several  requests  for  a  sitting,  he  finally  agreed  to  hold  one  on 
the  following  Monday  afternoon. 

Soon  after  we  arrived  the  room  was  darkened  and  Mr. 
Decker  went  into  a  trance.  His  guide,  Patsy,  chatted  for  a  few 
minutes,  and  soon  other  voices  gave  us  evidential  messages. 
One  voice,  purporting  to  be  that  of  Mr.  Hope  of  the  English 
Crewe  Circle,  spoke  to  me  but  I  did  not  remember  him  at  first. 
He  reminded  me  that  my  son  and  I  had  gone  up  to  Crewe 
from  London  in  1929  for  a  photographic  experiment  with 
him. 

Patsy  broke  in  on  Mr.  Hope's  communication  to  say  there 
was  someone  present  who  wanted  to  bring  an  apport,  saying. 
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"This  is  not  the  usual  type  of  apport;  it  belongs  to  someone 
and  will  have  to  be  returned."  He  added  that  it  would  require 
power  from  all  three  of  us,  if  we  were  willing  to  be  drawn 
upon,  to  which  we  agreed,  although  I  would  have  preferred 
personal  messages. 

We  were  asked  to  sing  while  holding  our  hands  out,  palms 
upward.  Soon  I  felt  a  baby's  hand  feeling  for  mine  and  then 
an  object  was  placed  upon  my  right  palm.  I  closed  my  hand 
over  a  small  metal  spoon.  When  I  asked  who  brought  me  this, 
a  voice  said,  "Call  me  Mr.  X.  This  is  a  spoon  which  belongs 
to  Gertrude  Tubby  and  is  one  of  a  set  she  has  put  away." 

Highly  elated,  Patsy  said  this  would  be  valuable  if  accepted 
without  prejudice.  None  of  us  had  ever  been  to  Miss  Tubby's 
home  in  Montclair,  N.  J.,  nor  had  we  ever  seen  her  silver. 
Mr.  Decker  did  not  have  Miss  Tubby's  address  on  file  and 
asked  me  for  it.  Eager  to  check  the  apport,  we  telephoned  her 
to  ask  if  an  after-dinner  coffee  spoon  was  missing  from  her  set. 

She  told  me  that  at  the  last  cleaning  one  spoon  was  missing 
from  the  set  and  could  not  be  found.  She  then  described  the 
design  perfectly  and  the  initial  on  the  back,  which  was  a  C 
surrounded  by  four  dots.  They  were  all  polished  clean,  except 
the  apported  spoon  which  was  discolored  on  the  back.  One 
small  round  spot  was  clean  where  the  spoon  rests  when  set 
down  flat,  as  they  are  in  her  silver  bag.  This  seemed  to  indicate 
that  it  was  taken  some  time  before  the  set  was  last  cleaned. 

Statement  by  Gertrude  O.  Tubby:  which  appeared  in  the  July, 
1953,  issue  of  the  magazine  Fate  after  my  full  account: 

The  above  is  a  correct  account  of  my  participation  in  this 
occurrence.  I  should  add  that  there  are  four  other  tiny,  double 
quotation  marks  inside  the  initial  'C  on  the  spoons,  which  I 
overlooked  at  the  time  of  our  telephone  conversation.  I  had 
searched  my  silver  box  but  had  not  found  the  missing  spoon 
and  was  puzzled  that  one  had  slipped  away,  as  they  are  always 
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kept  in  the  same  safe  place  with  other  silver  and  I  had  not 
loaned  them  to  anyone  since  the  full  set  had  been  counted, 
when  I  moved  to  my  present  home  in  April,  1951. 

This  astonishing  apport  reminds  me  forcibly  of  a  promise 
made  to  me  in  1920  during  my  series  of  seances  with  Mrs. 
Chenoweth  (Soule)  in  Boston,  after  the  death  of  James.  H. 
Hyslop.  He  regularly  signed  his  automatic  writing  "J.  H.  H. 
— X,"  giving  much  evidence  of  his  survival.  One  day  "Mr.  X" 
stated  through  Mrs.  Chenoweth  that  he  would  not  be  above 
giving  me  some  physical  phenomena  sometime.  This  is  the 
first  time  any  such  thing  has  been  reported  to  me. 

"In  estimating  the  validity  of  this  apport,  it  must  be  borne 
in  mind  that: 

1.  The  spoon  had  disappeared  from  a  closed  container 
where  is  was  always  kept  in  my  home  in  Montclair,  N.  J. 

2.  It  appeared  in  the  home  of  the  medium,  Frank  Decker, 
in  New  York  City. 

3.  He  repeatedly  had  expressed  unwillingness  to  give  the 
seance. 

4.  Neither  Frank  Decker  nor  his  two  sitters  had  ever  been 
in  my  home  at  any  time. 

5.  An  extensive  inquiry  among  friends  who  had  been 
guests  in  my  home  brought  to  light  no  one  who  could  remem- 
ber having  had  after-dinner  coffee  with  me  or  using  such  a 
spoon.  They  could  remember  only  having  had  full-sized  cups 
of  coffee  with  the  ordinary  sized  teaspoons. 

6.  The  apport ed  spoon  is  the  only  one  still  tarnished  from 
exposure  to  air,  as  all  of  the  set  had  been  before  I  personally 
cleaned  it  in  the  fall  of  1951,  along  with  the  rest  of  my  silver, 
when  I  counted  and  found  only  11  of  the  12  spoons  in  my 
silver  box. 

7.  I  employ  no  servant  and  live  alone. 

8.  This  is  the  only  set  of  12  that  I  own  and  one  spoon 
could  be  taken  without  inconveniencing  me.  At  the  same  time 
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it  was  easy  to  prove  the  spoon  was  one  of  mine.  The  others 
were  odd  spoons  or  pairs  only  and  could  not  have  been  as 
positively  claimed  as  mine. 

9.  The  intial  on  the  back  of  the  set  was  that  of  the  relative 
from  whom  I  inherited  the  spoons  and  had  nothing  whatever 
to  do  with  my  name.  My  initials  were  on  some  of  the  other 
spoons  and  would  have  made  the  medium's  identification 
easier  had  he  seen  the  spoon  in  his  waking  state. 

10.  The  choice  of  this  particular  object,  from  among  hun- 
dreds in  my  possessions  that  might  have  been  used  as  apports, 
bears  all  the  marks  of  a  careful  and  wise  selection,  character- 
istic of  the  expert  psychologist,  'Mr.  X,'  communicator  of 
cross-correspondences  recorded  in  my  James  H,  Hyslop — X, 
His  Book. 

The  peculiarity  of  this  incident  is  that  it  was  spontaneous. 
Though  the  apported  spoon  had  been  known  to  be  missing 
for  nearly  half  a  year,  I  had  not  even  thought  of  anyone  hold- 
ing a  sitting  to  try  to  regain  possession  of  it  as  an  apport. 
After  a  thorough  search  in  and  around  my  silver  box  I  gave 
up  the  spoon  as  lost,  though  I  could  not  imagine  how  or  when. 

The  pattern  was  in  stock  in  1888  when  the  set  was  bought 
by  my  Aunt  Caroline,  but  the  engraved  initial  'C  made  its 
ownership  distinctive.  Nor  was  the  pattern  itself  an  advertised 
trade  design  familiar  in  homes  of  that  and  succeeding  periods. 
Never  have  I  seen  a  duplicate  of  this  design  on  table  silver  of 
any  sort  anywhere.  The  spoon  was  proffered  through  a  medium 
in  trance  on  behalf  of  a  definite  communicator,  'Mr.  X,'  when 
the  medium  himself  had  endeavored  to  avoid  giving  any 
psychic  seance.  Mr.  Decker  yielded  to  the  pleas  of  an  out-of- 
town  sitter  eager  for  personal  messages,  without  the  least 
notion  that  another  person — myself — whom  she  had  met 
briefly  but  once,  was  to  be  the  principal  beneficiary  of  the 
effort. 


Chapter  6 

A  TIME  OF  PREPARATION— 

FOR  WHAT? 


IN  THE  years  since  my  first  initiation  into  the  psychic  world 
I  had  attended  many  seances,  and  almost  from  the  begin- 
ning I  had  received  the  same  message  over  and  over  again. 
"You  have  a  service  to  perform!  .  .  .  You  have  been  chosen  to 
do  this  work!"  What  service,  and  what  work  did  they  mean? 
It  was  never  explained,  but  it  was  repeated  so  frequently  that 
as  time  went  on  I  found  myself  wondering  more  and  more 
what  it  could  be. 

After  Frederick  was  released  from  suffering,  and  went 
'home,'  I  moved  into  a  small  New  York  apartment.  I  was 
naturally  upset,  emotional,  and  anxious  to  talk  to  my  husband 
as  quickly  as  possible.  I  knew  also  that  he  would  feel  the  same 
way  about  wanting  to  reach  me.  I  had  heard  of  Mrs.  Caroline 
Chapman  many  times  as  an  excellent  clairvoyant  medium, 
but  I  had  become  used  to  the  trumpet  or  direct-voice  method 
of  communication  and  never  had  an  appointment  with  her. 

47 
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As  soon  as  I  reached  New  York  I  telephoned  her  instead  of 
several  others  whom  I  knew,  probably  because  I  did  not  know 
her  and  she  would  not  know  me.  It  happened  that  she  was  free 
on  that  afternoon  and  I  went  to  her  apartment  immediately. 
True  to  her  reputation  she  was  charming,  lovely  and  conscien- 
tious. The  following  is  from  the  notes  I  made  during  the 
sitting. 

It  was  on  February  15th,  1934,  nine  days  after  my  husband 
was  buried,  that  I  entered  Mrs.  Chapman's  living  room.  She 
told  me  that  she  saw  a  tall,  distinguished  looking  young  man 
come  into  the  room  with  me.  "His  hand  is  on  your  shoulder," 
she  said.  "He  is  a  beautiful  soul!  He  speaks  of  your  life  as  a 
'string  of  pearls'  and  he  sends  a  message  that  you  are  'starting 
life  over  again!'" 

I  knew  that  this  must  be  my  son  Allen,  but  he  did  not  say 
anything  more.  Mrs.  Chapman  went  on.  "I  see  your  father, 
who  says  he  is  working  with  a  band  of  physicians  helping 
mankind.  He  is  with  Dr.  Meyer  of  Johns  Hopkins."  My  father 
and  my  husband  were  both  physicians,  and  I  considered  this 
very  good,  because  it  was  exactly  what  my  father  would  have 
wanted  to  do,  and  I  am  sure  that  Mrs.  Chapman  knew  nothing 
about  me  or  my  family.  Even  if  she  had  known  my  father  was 
a  physician,  she  could  not  have  known  his  inner  nature. 

Mrs.  Chapman  next  said  that  she  heard  voices  singing, 
Abide  With  Me.  It  was  Frederick's  favorite  hymn,  and  had 
been  played  at  his  funeral.  She  said  nothing  more  in  this  vein, 
but  addressed  herself  to  me.  "You  must  cultivate  profound 
faith.  This  is  a  time  of  preparation — a  turning  of  the  soil  to 
make  it  ready.  .  .  ." 

"I  see  your  husband,"  Mrs.  Chapman  told  me  a  little  later. 
"He  says  that  he  has  been  trying  to  impress  you,  and  that  you 
did  feel  his  presence  near  you.  He  comes  often  at  night,  and 
be  calls  you  a  'torch-bearer.'  He  wants  you  to  know  that  you 
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are  being  protected,  but  you  must  be  careful  about  signing 
papers.  He  is  glad  you  have  a  good  lawyer." 

I  assumed  that  this  referred  to  his  will,  but  he  did  not 
explain  further.  Instead,  he  repeated  what  I  had  heard  so 
many  times  before,  that  I  had  some  mission  to  carry  out.  But 
like  all  the  others,  he  did  not  explain  what  sort  of  mission  it 
would  be.  He  said  I  would  turn  my  back  on  my  country  home, 
said  he  agreed  that  it  was  too  big  for  me  to  carry  alone,  and 
suggested  that  I  make  a  change  such  as  travelling  for  a  while. 

This  actually  was  just  the  way  my  life  worked  out  in  the 
next  few  years.  Since  my  husband's  death  I  have  never  lived 
for  any  length  of  time  in  our  East  Hampton  home.  Eventually 
I  gave  the  house  to  my  son  and  his  wife.  Frederick  spoke  of 
our  daughter  and  sent  his  love  to  her,  which  was  natural.  He 
adored  her  and  they  were  very  close  to  one  another.  The  last 
message  that  came  was  from  Allen,  most  helpful  and  personal. 

So,  once  more,  I  was  told  of  a  mission  I  must  accomplish. 
This  period  of  my  life  was  spoken  of  as  a  "time  of  preparation 
a  turning  of  the  soil  to  make  it  ready."  And  Frederick  called 
me  a  "torch-bearer."  What  did  he  mean?  What  was  the  "soil" 
being  prepared  for?  What  did  they  all  mean  by  their  frequent 
allusions  to  a  mission,  a  service  I  must  render  to  the  world? 

Since  I  began  writing  this  story  of  the  Rescue  Work  I  have 
searched  carefully  through  all  my  old  papers  and  notes  trying 
to  find  as  many  references  to  it  as  possible,  because  they  not 
only  add  substance  to  the  work  but  also  give  me  added  confi- 
dence that  all  this  has  a  meaning,  that  it  is  not  a  figment  of  my 
imagination.  I  often  regret  that  Frederick  and  I  did  not  keep 
careful  records  of  all  those  early  seances  we  attended.  Cer- 
tainly they  would  have  explained  many  things  which  have 
since  taken  place. 

The  very  first  notes  I  have  preserved  were  messages  which 
purported  to  come  from  that  great  soul  called  Meslom  whose 
profound  teachings  have  been  printed  in  several  books.  In 
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1938  I  met  a  charming  singer  who  did  automatic  writing,  and 
through  whose  hand  alone  Meslom  used  to  come.  On  July 
23rd,  1938,  the  following  message  was  written  for  me: 

"Harriet!  You  are  being  prepared  for  fine  inspirational  work 
of  various  kinds.  Be  quiet,  and  know  that  life  is  continuous 
progression,  and  that  each  phase  is  for  a  special  purpose  of 
progress  always  sustained  by  love.  .  .  ."  It  was  signed  Meslom. 

It  was  early  in  1938  that  I  began  having  regular  sittings 
with  Chester  Grady,  a  remarkable  medium  to  whom  I  owe  a 
great  deal.  He  would  come  to  my  apartment,  make  himself 
comfortable  in  an  easy  chair,  in  full  light,  then  relax  into  a 
deep  trance  which  lasted  for  an  hour  or  more. 

Abdul  was  always  able  to  speak  freely  through  Mr.  Grady 
and  to  impart  the  spiritual  teachings  which  were  what  I  wanted 
most.  He  spoke  rapidly,  in  an  Eastern  fashion,  which  made  it 
difficult  to  follow.  Because  of  this,  my  notes  were  often  incom- 
plete and  sketchy.  Nevertheless,  I  have  many  pages  which 
have  proved  invaluable.  Now  that  years  have  elapsed  I  find 
that  I  am  able  to  understand  much  that  was  obscure  to  me 
at  that  time. 

I  also  found  something  that  was  a  real  surprise  to  me.  I 
always  thought  of  1942  as  the  time  when  Mr.  Grady's  mes- 
sages began  to  mention  the  specific  work  I  was  to  do.  How- 
ever, when  I  searched  the  earlier  records  of  sittings  with  him, 
I  discovered  that  there  had  been  previous  references  which  I 
had  completely  forgotten  but  which  now  seem  to  me  to  point 
definitely  toward  the  Rescue  Work. 

At  one  sitting  in  1936  I  find  that  Abdul  said:  "A  complete 
revelation  will  be  given  to  you  and  you  will  know  all  you  want 
to  know.  There  will  be  evidence  of  stepping  into  a  new  cycle, 
a  new  room  of  life,  and  you  will  come  into  your  right  path. 
You  will  attain  a  greater  spiritual  insight  as  you  will  serve,  and 
you  must  serve.  You  are  going  to  convey  something  to  others, 
and  you  will  be  able  to  help  others  in  a  group." 

The  medium  was  impressed  with  the  feeling  that  many  on 
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the  other  side  'would  lean  upon  me,'  that  I  was  to  'convey 
something  to  them.'  This  is,  of  course,  exactly  what  the  Rescue 
Work  has  now  developed  into.  I  have  been  serving  as  a  chan- 
nel for  the  transmission  of  teachings  to  groups  of  unseen 
listeners. 

In  January,  1940  this  message  came  through  Mr.  Grady: 
"You  are  like  a  beacon  light.  You  are  being  prepared  to  receive 
more,  and  you  will  give  out  to  those  you  contact.  They  will 
come  to  you  as  to  a  pool  of  water,  to  be  refreshed  in  spirit. 
You  must  not  anticipate  the  manner  of  service,  but  we  will 
work  with  you — for  you  are  a  vessel  rather  than  an  instrument. 
You  have  been  lifted  up  and  used.  You  are  coming  to  a  new 
step.  New  horizons  will  open  up,  new  vistas  of  seeing." 

The  following  message  is  dated  February  28,  1941 :  "There 
will  be  a  greater  mental  sensitivity  and  awareness,  and  you 
will  know  how  to  reach  those  who  come  your  way.  Countless 
souls  are  connected  to  your  light,  for  in  their  darkness  new 
souls  are  projected  and  are  grateful  to  you  for  understanding. 
We  have  found  you  a  worthy  vessel  into  which  we  pour  the 
light  of  understanding,  knowing  that  out  of  your  own  soul 
consciousness  a  light  will  be  given  to  those  who  walk  in  dark- 
ness. ...  In  these  days  when  the  hand  of  God  is  over  the  face 
of  your  earth,  there  is  a  need  for  such  as  you,  and  others,  that 
you  may  help  those  who  pass  your  way  by  giving  them  the 
consciousness  of  God." 

I  understood  none  of  these  messages  at  that  time,  but  Abdul 
must  have  realized  my  puzzled  state  of  mind  for  I  find  a 
passage  which  reads:  "Let  not  that  trouble  you  which  is  not 
understood.  Dismiss  it  from  your  mind.  Each  glimpse  will  be 
revealed.  ...  I  will  attempt  to  make  you  soul-conscious  by 
awareness,  so  that  there  will  be  no  questioning  in  your  mind." 

Looking  back  now  I  understand  so  well  what  was  being 
revealed  to  me.  But  at  the  time  I  could  only  think  of  it  as  very 
strange  when  one  day  Abdul  said  through  Mr.  Grady:  "Speak 
aloud,  and  they  will  hear  you.  ..." 
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Who  would  hear  me?  I  had  not  then  the  shghtest  conception 
of  what  he  meant,  and  after  wondering  about  these  messages 
for  a  while,  I  let  them  slip  out  of  my  memory. 

At  a  Grady  sitting  in  1941  Abdul  said:  "You  are  doing  a 
healing  work  when  in  the  dream  state.  In  time  of  sleep  you 
often  work  spiritually  out  here.  Workers  such  as  you  need 
that,  in  order  to  help  those  of  lesser  light  and  interchange  of 
service— for  you  draw  unto  yourself  familiar  sources  who  m- 
struct  you." 

That  we  do  cross  over  while  we  are  sleeping,  my  husband 
and  my  son  have  often  told  me.  It  is  then  that  they  do  what 
they  can  to  change  our  outward  natures  into  something  more 
spiritual.  I  remember  asking  several  tunes  why  we  do  not 
remember  the  experience,  as  it  would  be  such  a  comfort  after- 
ward. Their  replies  are  not  very  satisfactory  to  my  impatient 
nature,  but  they  make  promises  that  if  conditions  are  exactly 
right  I  may  someday  be  able  to  retain  the  memory  after  I  have 
awakened.  This  I  understand,  because  I  know  from  experience 
that  seances  are  much  better  at  some  tunes  than  at  others,  due 
to  various  factors  such  as  atmospheric  conditions,  the  state 
of  the  medium's  health,  etc. 

In  the  early  days  at  Hyslop  House  there  was  a  famous  and 
deeply  interested  scientist  who  became  impatient  because  his 
spirit  friends  would  not  do  immediately  whatever  he  asked  of 
them  He  would  demand  angrily,  "You  did  it  yesterday— why 
can't  you  do  it  again  today?"  And  he  was  never  really  ap- 
peased by  their  reply  that  conditions  were  not  right. 

It  was  not  so  long  ago  that  the  radio  was  so  full  of  static 
that  we  often  could  not  hear  anything  properly.  Later,  after 
much  research,  this  was  almost  entirely  eliminated,  but  there 
are  still  times  and  places  when  static  interferes  even  with  our 
modern,  improved  radio  reception. 

Some  day,  I  am  sure,  we  shall  be  able  to  communicate 
without  interference  with  those  on  the  other  side.  Several 
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times,  at  sittings,  I  have  heard  spirits  who  identified  themselves 
as  Edison  and  Marconi  say  that  they  have  been  working  on 
something  along  this  line,  but  that  they  need  just  the  right 
scientist  on  our  side  to  work  with  them.  I  am  inclined  to 
believe  also  that  there  are  many  reasons  why  this  development 
would  not  have  been  desirable  up  to  this  time.  It  is  quite 
possible  that  the  world  is  not  yet  ready. 

During  the  winter  of  1942,  in  the  course  of  a  session  with 
Chester  Grady,  Abdul  asked  me  to  sit  each  morning,  at  as 
nearly  the  same  time  as  possible,  to  repeat  the  Lord's  Prayer 
aloud,  then  add  a  few  simple,  helpful  words  my  listeners 
would  understand.  The  first  morning  that  I  tried  to  do  what 
Abdul  had  asked  I  was  self-conscious.  To  sit  in  my  corner  and 
talk  aloud  to  an  apparently  empty  room  gave  me  a  strange 
feeling,  and  I  began  to  wonder  if  I  had  heard  Abdul  correctly 
I  knew  nothing  of  Rescue  Work  at  that  time,  and  had  never 
met  anyone  who  had  been  asked  to  do  anything  like  this 

However,  for  several  months  I  kept  at  it  faithfully,  giving 
talks  each  morning  to  the  unseen.  Then  I  stopped.  I  no  longer 
had  the  urge  to  continue  and  had  become  completely  con- 
vinced about  the  futility  of  the  whole  thing.  My  faith  in  Abdul 
was  still  strong  and  sincere,  but  this  seemed  to  me  too  fantastic 
and  I  was  unable  to  accept  the  request  as  a  genuine  message 
from  my  teacher.  I  have  always  felt  that  I  must  be  reasonable 
about  my  psychic  development  and  not  let  it  run  away  with 
me.  There  are  many  who  accept,  without  question,  every  word 
which  purports  to  come  from  the  spirit  world  as  Gospel  truth 
This  IS  certainly  foolish,  and  it  may  become  dangerous 

While  there  are  many  mediums  who  are  honestiv  dedicated 
to  the  work  of  trying  to  bring  more  light  into  this  dark  world 
there  are  those  who  are  insincere  and  even  fraudulent  Also 
there  are  undoubtedly  impersonations  of  the  great  souls  bv 
spirits  on  the  other  side.  I  feel  that  now  I  have  reached  a  stage 
where  I  can  tell  whether  or  not  I  am  receiving  a  veritable 


54  THE  RESCUE  WORK 

message  from  a  genuine  communicator.  That  is  so  because  I 
am  mediumistic  myself  besides  having  had  years  of  experience. 
Those  who  do  not  have  this  double  advantage  need  to  be 
always  on  the  alert,  open-minded  but  careful  to  evaluate  sit- 
tings and  not  to  be  swept  away  by  their  emotions. 

This  advice  is  as  old  as  the  Bible.  In  the  first  Epistle  of 
John,  Chapter  4,  we  read: 

"Beloved,  believe  not  every  spirit,  but  try  the  spirits  whether  they  are 
of  God;  because  many  false  prophets  are  gone  out  into  the  world." 

The  winter  following  my  abandonment  of  the  morning  talks 
(1942)  I  had  another  sitting  with  Mr.  Grady,  and  I  shall  never 
forget  Abdul's  forceful  words.  He  was  as  close  to  being  angry 
with  me  as  he  has  ever  been,  before  or  since.  "I  am  deeply 
disappointed  in  you,"  he  said,  "as  are  others  working  with  me. 
Have  you  not  been  chosen  to  help  these  thousands  of  earth- 
bound  souls — some  of  whom  have  been  wandering  in  gloom 
for  ages,  victims  of  their  own  past  lives?  Do  you  appreciate 
the  privilege  of  being  asked  to  serve  in  this  fashion?  If  so,  you 
must  let  nothing  interfere  with  your  daily  morning  sessions. 
This  is  an  obligation,  and  a  desire  must  be  born  into  your 
very  soul  to  help  these  people!" 

Realizing  my  mistake  now,  and  my  lack  of  spiritual  insight, 
I  expressed  my  deep  regret  and  gave  Abdul  my  word  that  I 
would  begin  once  more.  But  I  asked  him  for  guidance.  I  knew 
I  should  need  help  in  carrying  out  my  assignment. 

Abdul  assured  me  that  when  I  first  began  my  work  with 
the  unseen  I  had  received  a  strong  impression  of  what  I  was 
to  say  and  had  done  quite  well.  "They  were  pleased  with  you," 
he  went  on.  "You  must  remember,  a  celestial  army  of  men 
and  women  will  come  to  you  daily,  to  aid  you  through  prayer 
and  worship,  in  this  work.  This  is  a  missionary  effort  under- 
taken from  the  earth  plane  to  the  nether  regions,  an  unpleasant 
place  of  shadows  sometimes  called  purgatory.  The  tragedy  of 
these  broken  lives  is  keen,  as  few  have  spiritual  consciousness. 
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Eventually  your  oft-repeated  words  will  arouse  them  to  action, 
if  given  time  and  patience.  .  .  ." 

Although  I  now  kept  my  word  faithfully  to  talk  to  the 
unseen  each  morning,  I  still  had  moments  of  questioning  and 
indecision.  I  needed  verification,  and  sought  it  through  many 
mediums.  But  no  mention  was  ever  made  of  my  special  work 
until  the  spring  of  1943,  when  I  learned  of  a  Mr.  Arthur  Ford 
whose  messages  were  said  to  be  remarkable.  I  asked  a  friend 
to  ring  him  up  and  to  make  an  appointment  for  both  of  us. 

Neither  of  us  had  ever  met  Mr.  Ford,  and  if  I  remember 
correctly  my  friend  did  not  give  him  my  name.  Even  if  she  had 
it  would  not  have  mattered,  since  almost  no  one  knew  about 
the  Rescue  Work.  I  had  very  seldom — if  ever — mentioned  it 
at  that  time.  When  I  arrived  for  the  sitting  Mr.  Ford  ushered 
me  into  a  small  but  cheerful  room  and  asked  me  to  sit  down 
at  a  table.  He  sat  facing  me,  put  both  elbows  on  the  table  and 
covered  his  eyes  with  his  hands. 

In  a  few  moments  he  began  to  speak:  "There  is  an  'A'  vi- 
bration here,  a  son  called  Allen  who  watches  over  his  brother. 
He  asks  you  to  tell  his  brother  that  he  is  not  as  ill  as  he  thinks 
he  is."  This  was  excellent,  as  my  son  had  been  worried  about 
his  health  for  some  time.  Also,  Mr.  Ford's  control,  Fletcher, 
called  this  living  son  by  his  name,  which  is  an  unusual  one. 
Both  that  name  and  Allen's  had  been  given  almost  without 
hesitation. 

Mr.  Ford  spoke  next  of  a  tall  Oriental  'vibration'  close  to 
me — also  with  the  initial  'A.'  He  hesitated  a  moment,  then 
said,  "His  name  is  Akbar."  (Abdul  sometimes  used  that  name.) 
Mr.  Ford  went  on:  "He  wishes  to  make  himself  known  to  you, 
and  he  has  work  for  you  to  do.  .  .  .  You  must  meditate,  and 
help  some  sailors  who  have  just  been  drowned.  He  will  bring 
them  to  your  room  daily." 

Aside  from  Mr.  Grady's  messages  and  my  own  inspirational 
writing,  this  was  the  first  definite  mention  of  the  Rescue  Work, 
and  I  was  thrilled  to  have  received  some  confirmation  at  last. 
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The  rest  of  the  sitting  was  composed  of  messages  from  my 
husband  and  other  members  of  my  family  with  reference  to 
intimate  matters  and  all  absolutely  correct.  Since  then  I  have 
heard  Mr.  Ford  give  evidential  messages  from  the  platform 
many  times  and  1  doubt  if  he  can  be  excelled  in  that  field.  In 
the  case  of  my  sitting,  there  was  an  interesting  aftermath  some 
two  weeks  later  when  I  sat  with  a  personal  friend  who  was  a 
fine  trance  medium.  She  was  too  shy  to  sit  with  strangers, 
which  I  felt  was  a  great  pity  as  her  messages  were  unusually 
clear  and  to  the  point. 

Abdul  was  one  of  those  who  came  to  her  that  day  and  told 
me  among  other  things,  "I  stood  beside  Mr.  Ford  when  you 
were  with  him.  I  gave  the  message  clearly  and  he  repeated  it 
word  for  word." 

In  1943  began  years  of  striving  to  reach  that  vast  army  of 
hopeless  souls  for  whom  I  now  have  such  a  strong  sense  of 
responsibility.  If  I  can  possibly  help  it,  I  never  let  anything 
interfere  with  the  hour  I  call  my  Quiet  Time.  About  nine 
o'clock  each  morning  I  sit  in  a  comfortable  chair,  in  a  corner 
of  my  living  room  which  Abdul  sometimes  calls  my  sanctuary 
and  at  other  times  my  Temple  of  Light.  It  is  there  I  have 
received  my  greatest  inspiration,  and  so  many  of  the  psychic 
manifestations  which  have  come  to  me  during  the  past  few 
years. 

After  relaxing  as  much  as  possible,  I  let  go — so  to  speak — 
or  shall  I  say,  I  feel  myself  being  semi-controlled.  I  am  entirely 
conscious  of  everything  I  say,  but  the  words  issue  from  my 
lips  without  any  thought  or  effort  on  my  part.  In  fact,  at  times 
distracting  noises  go  on  in  the  hall  outside  my  door,  or  the 
telephone  rings  and  I  wonder  whether  or  not  I  should  get  up 
and  answer  it.  Yet  all  this  time  I  am  still  speaking  without  the 
slightest  hesitation  or  loss  of  continuity. 


Chapter  7 
THE  CURTAIN  LIFTS 


A  s  TIME  went  on  I  became  more  and  more  absorbed  with 
■^r3.  the  Rescue  Work,  but  longed  to  talk  with  those  on  the 
other  side  about  it.  With  this  in  mind,  in  the  summer  of  1949, 
I  went  to  Silver  Belle,  a  Spiritualist  camp  at  Ephrata,  Penn- 
sylvania, where  I  stayed  for  about  a  month.  It  is  an  attractive 
place,  with  a  hotel  more  than  one  hundred  years  old,  where 
several  of  our  early  Presidents  spent  their  summers.  Among 
them  was  Abraham  Lincoln  who  spent  some  time  there  with 
his  family. 

There  were  many  excellent  mediums  at  Silver  Belle,  and 
I  sat  with  most  of  them.  The  seances  were  exceptionally 
good,  and  I  received  evidential  messages  from  my  husband 
and  other  members  of  my  family.  However,  Abdul  was 
strangely  silent  or  ambiguous  about  the  Rescue  Work  until  I 
sat  with  Mr.  Gordon  Burroughs,  minister  of  the  Church  of 
Two  Worlds  in  Washington,  D.  C. 
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He  was  a  trance  and  trumpet  medium,  whose  control  was 
called  Father  Murphy.  "Bless  my  soul!"  this  control  said  to 
me,  "You  must  do  some  writing — and  you  will.  Your  real 
life  is  just  beginning,  and  everything  up  to  now  has  been 
but  a  prologue.  A  new  cycle  is  coming,  and  you  have  a  duty 
to  perform.  You  have  been  chosen  to  do  this  work  now.  and 
you  could  not  do  it  before  as  it  was  not  the  time.  That  is 
the  reason  for  your  having  been  so  uncertain  about  it — so  hot 
and  cold." 

I  felt  that  this  was  exceptionally  good,  and  I  want  to  state 
here  again  that  only  a  very  few  close  friends  knew  about 
this  Rescue  Work,  so  Mr.  Burroughs  could  not  possibly  have 
heard  about  it. 

The  afternoon  before  I  left  Silver  Belle  I  had  a  sitting 
with  the  Reverend  E.  Burns,  Pastor  of  the  Albertson  Memorial 
Church  in  Stamford,  Connecticut.  Just  as  I  was  leaving  the 
room  I  asked  him  to  tell  me  something  about  the  Rescue 
Work  for  those  on  the  other  side  who  were  unable  to  pro- 
gress spiritually.  He  answered  quickly,  "Don't  ever  attempt 
to  do  it  yourself.  It  is  very  dangerous!"  Then  he  hesitated, 
looked  at  me  hard  for  a  moment,  and  said,  "I  want  to  take 
that  back.  I  believe  you  could  do  it — and  should  do  it."  I 
was  most  anxious  to  discuss  it  with  him  further,  but  I  had 
no  other  opportunity  as  he  left  town  the  next  morning  and  I 
have  not  seen  him  since. 

Chesterfield,  the  next  Spiritualist  camp  I  attended,  in  the 
summer  of  1951,  is  one  of  the  oldest  in  the  country,  and  has 
been  visited  by  many  famous  people.  On  Saturdays  and  Sun- 
days cars  came  bringing  people  from  all  walks  of  life  and 
almost  every  state  in  the  Union. 

Before  I  left  home  I  had  been  given  the  names  of  the  best 
mediums,  and  I  tried  nearly  all  of  them  though  it  meant 
sitting  two  or  three  times  a  day  for  two  weeks.  There  were 
many  types  of  mediumship,  and  I  studied  them  all,  trumpet. 
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trance,  clairvoyance,  apports,  billet-reading,  materialization, 
etc.,  as  well  as  some  unusual  forms  I  was  not  familiar  with. 

I  wanted  desperately  to  talk  with  Abdul  and  ask  many 
questions  about  my  work,  but  it  was  impossible  to  arrange 
private  sittings  with  many  of  the  mediums.  Usually  I  sat  with 
twenty  or  more  people  packed  into  one  small  room,  conse- 
quently no  important  messages  could  be  given  me.  I  did 
enjoy  the  many  happy  contacts  which  were  made  with  mem- 
bers of  my  own  family,  and  I  know  they  had  as  much  fun  as 
I  for  they  followed  me,  as  they  said,  "from  sitting  to  sitting." 
My  husband  almost  always  spoke  first,  and  had  many  helpful 
suggestions  to  make,  as  well  as  amusing  remarks  typical  of 
him.  In  the  years  we  were  together  he  invariably  was  the  life 
of  every  party  and  had  been  known  for  his  many  funny  stories. 

The  most  important  thing  that  happened  to  me  at  Chester- 
field was  that  I  took  another  step  forward,  when  I  saw  for  the 
first  time  those  to  whom  I  was  speaking  each  morning  during 
my  Quiet  Time.  It  was  undoubtedly  the  most  illuminating  and 
helpful  experience  I  had  ever  had.  It  gave  me  a  vivid  picture 
of  what  I  was  doing,  so  that  I  never  again  felt  that  strange 
sense  of  speaking  to  an  empty  room. 

I  had  just  finished  repeating  the  Lord's  Prayer,  and  had 
relaxed,  waiting  for  my  signal  to  begin  speaking.  Suddenly 
as  if  a  curtain  had  been  drawn  aside,  I  was  no  longer  sitting 
in  a  room,  but  I  appeared  to  be  in  the  middle  of  a  vast  plain. 
I  could  see  gray  forms  standing  as  if  in  a  light  fog.  There  must 
have  been  thousands  of  them,  and  I  immediately  felt  a  deep 
sense  of  depression  which  pervaded  the  place,  truly  a  place 
of  shadows,  as  I  came  to  call  it. 

Directly  in  front  of  me  and  very  close  were  a  number  of 
uniformed  men — airmen,  soldiers  and  sailors — and  they  aU 
seemed  to  be  looking  at  me  intently.  Sitting  at  my  feet,  I  re- 
member, were  several  American  Indians  who,  I  was  later  told, 
were  there  to  guard  and  protect  me.  To  my  left  stood  my  son 
Allen  and  on  my  right  were  Abdul  and  Frederick.  Directly 
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behind  me  stood  someone  I  could  not  see  but  sensed  strongly. 
(A  few  months  later  I  was  told  that  it  was  Abraham  Lincoln, 
leader  of  a  great  band  of  the  White  Brotherhood.  This  is 
a  missionary  group  dedicated  to  helping  in  Rescue  Work 
such  as  I  am  doing.  I  am  but  one  of  their  many  instruments 
on  this  side. ) 

Close  to  Abdul  on  my  right  I  recognized  not  only  my  hus- 
band but  also  my  parents  and  many  friends.  This  gave  me 
a  tremendous  lift,  and  helped  me  to  realize  the  importance  of 
the  work.  For  several  mornings  afterward  I  saw  this  tragic 
picture,  the  gray  forms  stretching  away  into  the  distance  as 
far  as  my  sight  could  reach.  Gradually  it  faded  out,  but 
it  made  an  impression  upon  my  mind  which  I  shall  never 
forget.  It  was  probably  the  most  helpful  thing  that  could  have 
happened  to  me.  I  no  longer  doubt  nor  question,  for  I  have 
seen  and  I  now  know  the  truth. 

As  my  Chesterfield  visit  drew  near  the  end,  and  I  had  just 
about  given  up  hearing  from  Abdul  about  the  Rescue  Work, 
I  had  a  private  sitting  with  Mrs.  Bernice  Breck,  a  clairvoyant 
medium.  "I  see  many  people  gathered  around  you,"  she  said. 
"You  are  a  guiding  light  for  them,  and  your  word  carries  a 
great  deal  of  weight.  I  see  a  desire  on  your  part  to  help  others 
spiritually  through  education  of  some  kind.  You  stand  alone 
in  this  thing  you  do,  you  are  founder  and  organizer.  It  reaches 
out  and  touches  the  universe,  and  you  attract  the  higher  souls 
to  you.  I  also  see  a  great  deal  of  writing  ahead  for  you." 

The  mention  of  writing  intrigued  me  particularly.  For  some 
time  I  had  been  receiving  references  to  some  kind  of  writing 
I  was  going  to  do,  and  I  was  beginning  to  take  serious  notice 
of  it.  However,  I  v/as  not  a  writer,  and  I  had  not  the  remotest 
thought  of  writing  about  the  Rescue  Work. 

The  next  seance  I  attended  at  Chesterfield  was  another 
private  sitting  with  a  Mrs.  Fanny  Cox,  who  immediately  spoke 
of  a  group  I  was  helping  spiritually.  She  said  that  the  world 
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would  hear  about  it  through  my  pen.  Unfortunately  I  could  not 
take  notes,  as  she  began  speaking  too  rapidly  about  the 
Rescue  Work,  describing  it  perfectly.  After  my  doubts  and 
misgivings,  it  thrilled  me  to  sit  and  listen  to  someone  who 
knew  so  much  about  it! 

Another  clairvoyant  medium,  Mrs.  Clara  Metcalf,  spoke 
of  my  husband's  work  on  the  battlefields  of  Korea.  He  had 
told  me  of  this  directly — that  he  often  brings  to  me  soldiers 
who  have  just  been  killed  there.  Mrs.  Metcalf  said  that  I  had 
been  "appointed  and  anointed"  to  do  something,  and  I  must 
continue  to  do  it. 

These  three  seances  in  quick  succession  had  brought  me 
evidential  messages  about  my  work.  Each  morning  I  had 
been  attending  lectures  at  the  chapel  by  Mrs.  Mamie  Schulz, 
and  later  I  joined  the  developing  class  which  she  held  in  the 
basement  of  her  home.  There  were  about  twenty-five  in  the 
class,  some  of  them  beginners  and  others  almost  ready  for 
professional  mediumship. 

On  the  last  day  before  I  left  to  go  home,  an  amateur, 
who  was  sitting  across  the  room  from  me,  was  asked  by  Mrs. 
Schulz  if  she  had  any  message  to  give  a  member  of  the  class. 
She  arose,  walked  over  to  me  and  took  my  hand  in  hers. 
Then  she  closed  her  eyes  and  said,  "This  lady  is  doing  some 
work  which  is  between  heaven  and  earth."  Then  she  returned 
to  her  chair  and  sat  down.  To  be  sure  it  was  a  very  short 
message,  but  it  v/as  exactly  to  the  point.  And  coming  from 
an  amateur  I  considered  it  significant. 

After  the  class  was  over,  I  had  a  few  moments  alone  with 
Mrs.  Schultz  who  described  the  Rescue  Work  very  much  as 
Mrs.  Cox  had  done.  She  told  me  also  that  for  a  week  there 
had  been  a  man  and  his  wife  in  Chesterfield  who  had  given 
up  their  lives  to  doing  Rescue  Work.  In  Silver  Belle  also  I 
had  just  missed  meeting  by  a  few  days  a  woman  who  was 
doing  it  alone,  as  I  was,  which  is  unusual.  Apparently  it  is 
fated  that  I  am  not  to  meet  others  engaged  in  this  work. 
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England,  I  hear,  has  a  great  many  Rescue  groups,  but  I 
met  only  two  such  workers  while  I  was  there  and  we  were 
unable  to  discuss  it  because  of  circumstances.  By  this  time  I 
had  accepted  the  fact  that  I  must  work  alone.  Later  I  met 
Air  Chief  Marshal  Lord  Dowding  in  London,  where  he  told 
me  of  similar  work  being  carried  on  by  a  circle  in  his  own 
home.  This  had  particular  interest  for  me  because  of  the 
evidential  work  in  the  psychic  field  reported  in  his  two  books 
Lychgate  and  Many  Mansions. 


Chapter  8 
THE  TRUTH  THAT  FREES 


I  HAVE  often  heard  someone  who  had  just  passed  over  to 
the  other  side  say,  "Had  I  but  known,  what  a  difference  it 
would  have  made!  I  was  selfish,  and  there  were  so  many 
thoughtful  things  I  could  have  done  for  others!  There  were 
so  many  thoughtless  things  I  would  not  have  done!" 

The  wakening  in  the  spiritual  plane  is  often  filled  with 
regrets  and  tears  of  self-torture.  Those  unhappy  ones  would 
give  anything  for  a  chance  to  return  to  earth  to  right  the 
wrongs  they  have  committed  or  the  mistakes  they  have  made. 
Frequently,  they  try  to  do  just  this,  only  to  find  no  channel 
they  can  use  to  get  their  messages  through.  Or,  as  in  a  partic- 
ular case  which  comes  to  my  mind,  the  message  is  delivered 
only  to  fall  upon  deaf  ears. 

This  case  concerns  a  friend  whose  entire  life  was  dedicated 
to  his  children's  happiness.  His  will,  which  was  written  a  long 
time  before,  seemed  inadequate  to  him  so  he  destroyed  it  and 
started  to  make  a  new  one.  Before  it  was  finished  he  had  a 
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sudden  heart  attack  and  died.  In  seance  after  seance,  while 
I  was  at  Camp  Chesterfield,  he  kept  coming  to  me  in  a  frantic 
state  of  mind.  He  said  his  four  children  were  at  odds  with  one 
another  over  his  estate.  They  were  not  even  speaking  to  each 
other.  He  begged  m.e  to  tell  them  how  unhappy  this  made  him. 
I  did  as  he  asked  me,  and  they  listened  politely,  but  I  knew 
they  did  not  believe  me. 

This  experience  was  one  of  many  which  have  made  me 
appreciate  how  important  it  is  to  keep  open  our  minds  and 
hearts  to  those  we  love  on  the  other  side,  who  may  long 
to  reach  us.  It  is  difficult  for  most  people  to  understand  how 
close  our  relatives  and  friends  are.  We  can  help  them  in  the 
spirit  world  by  words  or  thoughts  of  love  and  forgiveness  for 
transgressions  they  committed  while  they  were  still  on  the 
earth  plane. 

It  is  equally  important  to  realize  how  much  we  may  hurt 
and  impede  them  by  hopeless  and  excessive  mourning,  and 
by  our  belief  that  they  are  lost  to  us  forever.  This  frequently 
holds  them  back  because  they  feel  that  they  cannot  leave 
the  vicinity  of  the  earth  plane  until  they  have  somehow  made 
it  clear  that  they  are  not  dead,  but  are  more  alive  than  they 
have  ever  been.  They  try  so  hard  to  make  contact  with  us, 
to  assure  us  that  their  love  is  deeper  and  stronger  than  before. 
They  want  us  to  know  that  they  can  help,  protect,  guide  and 
comfort  us,  if  only  they  can  make  their  presence  known! 

I  am  quite  aware  that  many  of  the  things  I  am  about  to 
say  are  not  according  to  the  popular  interpretation  of  the 
Bible,  nor  orthodox  in  any  way.  But  I  know  that  I  am  telling 
the  truth,  because  of  the  words  I  hear  spoken  through  my  lips 
by  great  souls  whom  none  would  dare  dispute.  Not  only  do  I 
hear  then:  words  expressed  by  me,  but  they  are  preserved  by 
a  tape  recorder  while  I  am  in  a  semi-trance. 

Each  morning,  as  I  sit  in  my  chair,  relaxed  and  at  peace 
with  the  world,  I  listen  to  ideas  often  new  to  me,  voiced 
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through  me  without  thought  or  effort  on  my  part.  Despite  my 
semi-conscious  state,  I  am  deeply  impressed  by  the  justice 
and  fairness  of  God's  plan  for  all  mankind,  without  exception. 
Never  have  I  heard  anything  but  words  of  love,  hope  and 
encouragement  expressed. 

God  is  love!  That  is  the  central  theme  of  every  message. 
He  does  not  inflict  pain  upon  us,  nor  war,  nor  death,  nor 
punishment  of  any  kind.  Each  soul  born  into  the  world  is 
given  individual  freedom  to  think  and  act  for  himself,  to  ful- 
fill his  own  destiny.  However,  if  we  deliberately  choose  to 
break  the  laws  of  God  and  man — hurting  not  only  ourselves 
but  also  those  we  should  protect — then  we  must  accept  the 
consequences.  There  is  no  escape  from  sins  once  committed, 
"For  as  man  sows,  so  shall  he  reap."  Few  know,  my  teachers 
say,  that  it  is  not  God  who  punishes  man,  it  is  man  who  pun- 
ishes himself.  But  to  all  those  who  sincerely  desire  to  under- 
stand and  atone  for  wrongs  committed  during  earth-life, 
forgiveness  is  promised! 

The  garish  lights  to  v/hich  many  are  drawn  on  earth  are 
no  longer  available  on  the  other  side,  where  each  of  us  will 
receive  only  as  much  light  as  radiates  from  his  own  soul — 
and  no  more.  Each  wrong,  unrepented,  casts  a  shadow  on  a 
man's  soul  so  that  when  his  last  hour  comes  and  he  leaves 
the  earth  in  so-called  death,  he  drifts  down  into  that  shade  of 
gray  which  matches  the  quality  and  nature  of  himself,  thus 
finding  his  own  level  of  consciousness. 

Some  drift  far  down  into  total  darkness.  These  are  the 
cruel,  wicked,  and  degenerate,  who  are  not  a  part  of  my 
unseen  audience.  Their  lot  is  sad  indeed,  as  their  opportuni- 
ties for  regeneration  are  surrounded  by  difficulties.  Like  birds 
of  a  feather,  they  find  companionship  among  those  of  a  similar 
character  and  therefore  do  not  desire  help.  Help  is  continually 
being  offered,  but  they  will  not  listen.  Eventually  they  are  all 
saved,  but  it  may  take  hundreds  of  our  years.  Meanwhile,  they 
reside  on  a  plane  close  to  the  earth's  surface,  where  appetites 
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are  unappeased  and  evil  thoughts  and  desires  make  them 
cling  to  such  dregs  of  humanity  as  they  are  able  to  contact. 
If  only  the  victims  of  drink,  sex,  drugs,  and  other  excesses, 
could  realize  the  danger  they  are  in  they  would  use  self- 
control  out  of  sheer  fright! 

Pity,  also,  the  man  who  knows  nothing  of  poverty  and 
struggle,  of  care  and  responsibility,  for  a  life  of  ease  brings 
with  it  the  most  difficult  of  all  the  many  temptations  man  may 
have  to  encounter  during  his  lifetime.  Living  in  his  own  private 
world  of  luxury  and  self-indulgence,  he  becomes  indifferent  to 
the  needs  of  others,  selfish  and  self-centered,  revolving  in  a 
narrow  orbit,  with  others  like  himself,  engaged  only  in  the 
endless  pursuit  of  pleasure.  He  may  be  carried  away  by  his 
feeling  of  self-importance  and  never  know  the  meaning  of 
self-restraint.  Often  such  a  child  of  the  idle  rich  becomes  sat- 
iated, and  reaches  into  the  cesspools  of  iniquity  for  excite- 
ment. 

Happily  I  am  now  able  to  write  about  the  fate  of  the 
average  man,  your  friend  and  mine.  He  too  must  seek  his  own 
level  of  consciousness  according  to  the  life  he  has  led.  For- 
tunately, most  of  us  go  along  day  after  day,  helping  others 
here  and  there  even  though  we  make  mistakes  continually. 
From  what  has  been  told  to  me  I  realize  that  God  does  not 
expect,  nor  hope  to  find,  perfection  on  this  earth.  Our  existence 
here  is  but  a  physical  and  material  schoolroom  where  we 
are  to  learn  the  mundane  lessons  of  life.  Here  we  meet  such 
temptations  as  do  not  exist  on  the  higher  planes.  In  other 
words,  we  are  making  characters  for  ourselves,  and  he  who 
succeeds  in  doing  that  well  is  fortunate  indeed.  But  the  average 
man  or  woman  finds  more  happiness  and  peace  in  the  life 
to  come  than  he  can  ever  hope  to  find  here  on  the  earth-plane. 

It  is  well  for  us  that  this  is  so,  since  there  are  so  many 
more  average  people  than  any  other  kind.  As  you  have  so 
often  heard,  heaven  is  indeed  a  state  of  mind.  And  just  as 
happiness  is  found  within  our  own  souls,  transition  does  not 
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bring  an  immediate  change  in  character.  It  takes  time  for 
reahzation  and  adjustment.  Just  as  there  are  many  types  of 
people  on  earth,  so  there  are  many  types  of  spiritual  beings 
in  heaven.  There  is  no  immediate  perfection  there.  That  comes 
with  time,  and  a  desire  for  spiritual  unfoldment.  Some  very 
good  and  kind  souls  would  not  be  happy  anywhere,  while 
others  will  smile  wherever  they  may  be.  We  all  know  those 
on  earth  who  are  filled  with  ambition  to  progress,  and  those 
who  are  satisfied  to  remain  indefinitely  at  whatever  stage  of 
development  they  happen  to  have  reached.  It  is  no  different 
in  heaven. 

I  remember  a  seance  in  Hyslop  House  many  years  ago 
where  someone  asked  the  communicator  what  heaven  was 
like.  The  gist  of  the  answer  was  that  it  was  more  or  less  what 
the  individual  expected  it  to  be.  "For  example,"  he  said,  "take 
a  good  but  overw^orked  housewife  with  ten  children,  who  is 
tired  from  morning  to  night.  If  her  idea  of  heaven  is  a  com- 
fortable rocking  chair,  with  nothing  to  do,  and  a  few  congenial 
souls  to  talk  to,  that  is  exactly  what  she  will  find  on  the  next 
plane.  She  has  earned  her  right  to  rest  whenever  she  wants  to, 
because  of  faithful  service  rendered.  The  only  trouble  comes 
after  months  of  complete  contentment.  She  may  be  so  happy 
where  she  is  that  she  has  no  spiritual  ambition  for  higher 
things — and  she  will  remain  there  until  she  is  aroused  to  her 
spiritual  possibilities." 

Life  is,  and  should  be,  an  experience  of  continual  growth. 
This  means  continual  change — a  widening  of  vistas,  a  thirst 
for  knowledge — otherwise  we  become  inactive,  and  stagnate. 
Therefore  here,  as  well  as  on  the  planes  above,  we  should 
desire  to  progress,  always  onward  and  upward  until  even- 
tually we  reach  the  All  Highest.  This  is  not  accomplished  in 
a  day.  It  takes  eons  of  time.  And  always  there  must  be  the 
desire  which  gives  a  spring  and  a  lilt  to  our  spirits — always 
something  higher  to  aspire  to.  If  this  is  understood,  there  is 


68  THE  RESCUE  WORK 

no  end  to  our  future  attainments,  and  life  is  a  joy  beyond 
measure. 

When  I  had  finished  working  on  the  foregoing  I  found 
myself  impelled  to  write  the  following  message,  which  did 
not  take  much  more  than  five  minutes.  That  I  am  not  the 
author  of  it  I  am  positive.  The  sense  of  humor  which  pervades 
it  is  certainly  not  mine.  I  am  sure  Abdul  wrote  it,  for  it 
sounds  so  much  like  him. 


Heaven 

"Now  I  am  sure  that  everyone  is  interested  in  what  heaven 
is  like,  and  I  can  say  that  it  is  not  too  different  in  many  ways 
from  your  mortal  plane,  except  a  million  times  more  lovely. 
There  is  no  day,  no  night,  no  time,  though  one  is  conscious 
of  it  if  need  be.  Each  has  a  home  of  his  own  if  desired,  which 
is  not  built  of  wood,  or  stone,  but  is  far  more  substantial. 

"Flowers  are  abundant  and  never  fade,  and  their  colors  are 
beautiful  beyond  description.  There  are  hills  and  valleys, 
lakes  and  rivers,  but  the  atmosphere  must  be  seen  and  felt 
to  be  realized.  There  are  cities  and  small  communities,  or 
whatever  we  prefer.  That  peace  reigns  in  heaven  everyone 
knows,  since  the  meaning  of  service  and  love  thy  neighbor 
is  properly  understood. 

"If  God  could  make  this  earth  as  it  is  in  content,  before  man 
spoiled  it,  why  is  it  not  possible  for  Him  to  make  a  paradise? 
Why  be  surprised  or  skeptical? 

"The  mode  of  getting  about  in  heaven  is  highly  exciting,  for 
we  may  travel  as  quickly  as  thought,  even  venturing  out  into 
the  universe  beyond. 

"It  is  not  necessary  to  live  with  one's  relatives,  if  that  is 
any  comfort  to  some,  but  we  do  collect  together  where  love  is 
abundant.  Few  are  idle  in  this  land  of  glory  for  all  follow  their 
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own  talents.  All  great  music  is  composed  in  the  beyond  and 
handed  down  to  some  kindred  soul  below.  This  applies  to 
science,  research,  or  any  other  gift  you  may  have  for  con- 
structive thinking.  The  heavens  are  filled  with  new  inventions 
impossible  to  give  you  as  yet  because  you  are  incapable  of 
using  them. 

"Heaven  in  other  words  is  a  place  of  joy  and  achievement, 
and  I  assure  you  no  one  who  is  in  his  right  mind  ever  wishes 
to  return  to  earth.  Why  not  have  everything  for  nothing,  as  we 
see  it  from  here? 

"All  this  is  quite  true,  and  not  a  fairy  tale,  but  something 
for  you  to  look  forward  to  and  reach  out  for,  expending  all 
that  you  have  in  the  attainment  thereof.  God  bless  you,  readers 
of  these  words,  and  God  awaken  you  to  your  possibilities!" 


Chapter  9 
MY  UNSEEN  AUDIENCE 


1AM  at  last  convinced  that  I  have  been  led  along  a  psychic 
pathway  to  take  part  in  the  Rescue  Work,  the  details  of 
which  I  will  now  describe  more  fully. 

I  have  been  told  by  my  guides  that  it  is  important  to  keep 
my  Quiet  Time  as  close  to  the  same  hour  each  day  as  possible, 
since  that  is  when  they  gather  my  Unseen  Audience  for  the 
daily  talks.  About  nine  o'clock  each  morning  I  relax  in  a 
small,  comfortable  armchair  in  my  sanctuary  as  my  friends 
on  the  other  side  call  it.  Each  Quiet  Time  is  begun  with  a 
prayer.  After  a  few  minutes  of  silence,  I  am  able  to  realize 
the  presence  of  my  teachers,  standing  behind  me,  ready  to 
address  through  me  the  throng  that  I  know  is  waiting  there. 
As  I  have  explained  before,  these  unhappy  souls  will  listen  to 
me  more  readily  than  to  the  White  Brotherhood  and  other 
celestial  workers,  because  I  am  on  the  earth  plane  and  that 
is  where  they  still  want  to  be. 

As  I  sit  each  morning,  in  a  semi-trance  state,  listening  to 
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my  own  voice  speaking  on  and  on,  without  effort  or  thought 
of  any  kind  of  my  part,  I  can  almost  see  many  faces  in  my 
invisible  audience  turned  toward  me,  with  a  dawning  look 
of  new  hope  and  eagerness  to  understand.  I  do  indeed  pray 
that  this  is  so,  and  that  they  will  seek  for  further  enlightenment 
and  shortly  be  on  their  way  home. 

Either  Abdul  or  Mr.  Lincoln  usually  speaks  through  me. 
This  may  account  for  differences  in  the  style  in  some  of  the 
talks,  which  I  have  noticed  in  listening  to  tape  recordings 
I  have  often  used  since  my  1952  visit  to  England.  I  must  say 
that  I  was  greatly  disappointed  when  I  first  played  the  re- 
cordings back,  after  my  Quiet  Time  was  over.  The  voice  did 
not  sound  like  mine  at  all,  and  there  was  much  hesitation  and 
repetition.  Also  the  talks  were  far  more  simple  than  I  had 
previously  thought  them  to  be.  I  suppose  I  must  have  been 
anticipating  another  Gettysburg  Address! 

Yet  Mr.  Lincoln  himself  had  explained  this  to  me  in  one 
of  Miss  Thirza  Smith's  seances.  I  had  said,  "I  hope  I  am  doing 
what  you  want,  your  way.  .  .  ." 

Lincoln.  .  .  .  "You  are  indeed  bringing  forward  the  true 
facts,  and  bringing  the  light  into  many  souls  where  it  could 
never  have  penetrated  if  you  had  not  used  your  homely 
methods.  You  can  reach  out  to  them  so  near  to  you.  And 
they  have  given  you  much  happiness  through  accepting  and 
spreading  out  farther  and  farther  afield  our  words  to 
them.  .  .  ." 

Please  note  that  Mr.  Lincoln  speaks  of  "our  words."  His 
thoughts  must  evidently  be  put  into  my  "homely  methods." 
Were  I  in  complete  trance,  these  talks  to  the  unseen  would 
undoubtedly  be  much  smoother  and  more  like  those  of  the 
communicator.  But,  since  I  am  in  a  semi-trance  state,  I  can 
receive  only  the  thought  they  wish  expressed  and  I  have  to  put 
it  into  words  myself.  It  is  this  which  obviously  causes  the 
hesitations  I  have  noticed  in  the  recordings. 

I  now  realize  that  the  simplicity  of  the  talks  is  necessary, 


My  Unseen  Audience  73 

as  well  as  the  frequent  repetitions,  since  my  listeners  are  con- 
stantly changing,  and  come  from  all  walks  of  life.  Many  are 
without  earth  education,  and  have  perhaps  little  or  no  knowl- 
edge of  God  or  His  Ten  Commandments.  Some  of  them  are 
like  little  children,  who  need  to  be  awakened  and  shaken  out 
of  an  awful  lethargy,  for  they  find  themselves  in  a  strange, 
shadow-hke  place  where  others  like  themselves  wander  about 
confused  and  unhappy.  Many  of  these,  I  have  been  told  by 
my  husband,  Abdul,  and  others,  are  the  victims  of  war  oi 
sudden  disaster  of  some  kind.  They  have  only  recently  passed 
over,  and  being  spiritually  unprepared  many  of  them  do  not 
even  know  they  have  left  the  earth  plane.  I  believe  they  are 
the  ones  who  stand  closest  to  me  each  morning. 

It  is  a  pitiful  state  of  affairs,  but  much  help  will  be  given 
them  if  they  will  but  Hsten.  Unfortunately,  many  are  still  so 
closely  linked  with  their  earth  ties  that  they  do  not  heed  those 
on  the  other  side  waiting  and  eager  to  help  them,  therefore 
condemning  themselves  to  this  unpleasant  state  for  a  longer 
time  than  is  necessary.  It  may  even  last  for  years,  and  then 
they  become  what  we  call  the  earth-bound  ones,  who  cling  as 
much  as  they  possibly  can  to  the  earth's  surface — where  they 
can  both  see  and  hear,  in  a  dim  way,  something  of  what  takes 
place  upon  the  earth  plane  they  have  left. 

The  White  Brotherhood,  a  group  I  shall  call  Heavenly 
Missionaries,  give  their  life  to  the  service  of  God —  the  highest 
form  of  love  and  worship  there  is.  These  selfless,  self-sacrificing 
souls  move  among  all  the  unhappy  ones  in  the  shadows,  and 
even  among  those  who  have  drifted  down  to  the  lowest  depths 
because  of  the  various  forms  of  degradation  or  wickedness 
they  indulged  in  during  their  earth  life.  In  such  cases,  it  is  a 
long,  slow,  difficult  work,  I  am  told.  For  some  reason  I  can't 
explain,  I  doubt  if  I  am  ever  brought  into  contact  with  this 
lower  group,  although  I  believe  my  voice  is  relayed  out  into 
infinite  space  so  they  must  be  able  to  hear  me. 

In  talking  to  the  unseen,  I  note  each  day  it  is  stressed  that 
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they  are  in  this  place  of  shadows,  either  because  they  have  not 
yet  awakened  to  where  they  are,  or  because  they  have  brought 
themselves  there,  not  God,  whom  many  seem  to  fear.  It  is 
carefully  explained  to  them  that  they  will  not  be  taken  before 
the  throne  of  God  to  be  punished,  as  some  of  them  obviously 
expect.  On  the  contrary,  they  are  assured  that  God  loves  all 
His  children  alike,  and  that  He  desires  their  repentance  and 
ultimate  redemption.  They  are  given  every  opportunity  for 
help,  if  they  will  only  accept  it. 

Eventually,  they  are  told,  all  will  earn  by  their  own  efforts 
and  prayers  their  proper  place  on  the  higher  planes  beyond. 
How  long  it  will  take  depends  upon  their  sincere  desire  for 
forgiveness  and  spiritual  progress.  Heaven  is  always  described 
to  them  in  the  most  intriguing  manner,  so  much  so  that  I  can 
hardly  wait  to  go  there  myself!  It  is  certainly  not  the  sancti- 
monious place  many  of  us  expect,  but  a  busy,  happy  land  of 
beauty  and  laughter,  which  would  appeal  even  to  the  young 
who  aspire  to  companionship  and  assurance  of  future  joy. 

In  speaking  of  the  earth-bound,  I  have  found  that  there  is 
some  very  interesting  and  significant  work  being  done  in  this 
field  by  means  of  collaboration  between  doctors  and  mediums 
on  this  side  and  missionaries  from  the  White  Brotherhood,  or 
various  healing  groups,  on  the  other  side.  I  have  been  told  of 
a  doctor  and  his  wife  who  did  remarkable  work  in  asylums 
for  the  insane,  where  they  were  able  to  cure  many  cases  of 
obsession.  They  found  that  these  poor  creatures  were  often 
controlled  by  earth-bound  souls.  Their  victims  were  vulnerable 
through  addiction  to  drugs,  or  through  overindulgence  in  drink 
or  sex,  which  left  their  minds  unprotected  against  their  ob- 
sessors  who  still  craved  those  indulgences  even  as  they  did  on 
earth. 

I  would  not  be  surprised  if  many  of  the  present  occupants 
of  asylums  are  victims  of  obsession,  who  could  be  released 
through  psychic  means,  free  to  live  normal  and  useful  lives 
again.  This  has  been  accomplished,  in  cases  which  have  come 
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to  my  attention,  by  a  long,  slow  process  of  reaching  and  re- 
forming the  earth-bound  spirit  who  clings  stubbornly  to  his 
victim  as  the  only  means  of  satisfaction  for  those  unhealthy 
cravings  which  still  dominate  him. 

This  has  been  done,  and  could  be  done  again  I  am  sure.  I 
know  personally  one  doctor  (psychiatrist)  who  has  achieved 
excellent  results  along  these  lines.  If  only  more  doctors,  psy- 
chiatrists, and  social  workers  understood  this  truth,  much  good 
could  be  done  for  many  people  now  in  hospitals  and  asylums. 
Also,  many  potential  inmates  could  be  saved  from  such  incar- 
ceration. One  particularly  noteworthy  example  of  this  is  the 
work  done  by  the  late  Dr.  Titus  Bull,  in  which  both  Dr.  James 
H.  Hyslop  and  Miss  Gertrude  Tubby  often  assisted,  together 
with  several  public-minded  mediums.  If  we  want  to  be  ma- 
terial, think  for  a  moment  of  the  money  which  could  be  saved 
for  the  state  by  this  method,  to  say  nothing  of  the  souls  re- 
leased from  their  terrible  bondage. 

I  do  not  doubt  for  a  moment  that  many  of  the  horrible 
deeds  we  hear  so  much  about  in  our  daily  papers  are  com- 
mitted because  of  obsession.  To  be  sure,  such  a  so-called 
criminal  has  reached  his  present  state  through  yielding  to 
the  cravings  of  his  lower  nature,  which  inevitably  leads  to  his 
own  undoing.  This  weakens  his  will-power  so  that  no  longer  do 
his  better  impulses  control  his  actions.  The  doors  of  his  inner 
nature  are  thus  opened  wide  to  destructive  forces  from  the 
other  side  as  well  as  those  operating  in  his  earthly  environment. 

This  may  be  out  of  order,  but  I  believe  that  if  a  few  of  our 
sincere  researchers  after  the  truth  of  spirit  communication 
would  enlist  the  help  of  open-minded  physicians,  and  take 
fifty  or  more  cases  of  possible  obsession,  they  might  be  amazed 
at  the  results.  I  believe  that  if  they  tried  to  bring  these  cases 
back  to  sanity  through  psychic  methods,  they  would  be  con- 
vinced themselves,  and  would  be  able  to  proclaim  to  the  world 
not  only  that  there  is  such  a  thing  as  spirit  obsession,  but  also 
that  a  spirit  entity  can  be  prevailed  upon  to  leave  his  victim 
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free  to  think  and  act  normally  because  the  entity  has  been 
brought  to  see  his  own  mistakes. 

It  would  take  good  mediums,  whose  lives  are  dedicated  to 
the  service  of  mankind,  but  I  am  sure  that  many  such  mediums 
could  be  found  for  a  work  of  this  importance.  It  would  also 
take  a  psychiatrist,  and  possibly  a  minister  with  the  emotional 
appeal  of  a  Billy  Sunday,  to  move  the  stony  hearts  of  some 
of  these  obsessors.  But  it  has  been  done,  and  it  certainly  would 
be  worth  trying  on  a  wider  scale. 

To  return  to  my  own  work  with  the  unseen,  there  is  much 
of  course  that  I  do  not  understand  and  will  not  try  to  explain. 
However,  I  now  know  that  there  are  many  like  myself  being 
used  for  this  same  purpose  in  other  parts  of  the  world.  It  is 
still  very  mysterious  to  me,  but  I  know  that  all  is  well  while  I 
heed  the  guidance  of  my  teachers  and  keep  my  promise  to 
continue  the  Quiet  Time  and  the  Rescue  Work  as  long  as  I 
live. 

To  seekers  after  truth,  I  feel  that  this  unusual  type  of  mis- 
sionary work  may  be  of  great  interest  even  if  only  because  of 
the  descriptions  of  so  many  phases  of  the  life  to  come.  I  have 
read  a  number  of  books  on  this  subject,  and  had  frequent 
talks  with  those  on  the  other  side.  They  all  agree  that  we 
continue  to  live  normal,  contented,  busy,  and  useful  lives,  in 
homes  of  our  own.  Christ  said  in  John  14 — Verse  2,  "In  my 
Father's  house  are  many  mansions.  .  .  ."  It  is  not  so  difficult 
to  believe  that  we  may  someday  live  in  one  of  those  mansions 
ourselves. 

The  Rescue  message  I  will  transcribe  for  you  is  like  many 
I  have  given  to  the  unseen  during  the  past  ten  years  or  more. 
That  I  am  not  the  author  of  them  I  know,  for  although  each 
morning  I  listen  to  my  own  words  with  keen  attention,  I 
remember  nothing  when  I  am  through  speaking.  Were  it  not 
for  my  tape  recorder  I  would  be  unable  to  recall  these  mes- 
sages of  love,  hope  and  helpful  advice,  which  are  intended  for 
the  living  as  well  as  for  the  so-called  dead. 
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After  my  Quiet  Time  I  usually  arise  from  my  sanctuary, 
refreshed  and  with  a  definite  feeling  of  having  been  transported 
to  a  higher  plane,  among  souls  whose  lives  have  been  dedi- 
cated to  God  and  to  His  service.  This  is  not  a  distinction  given 
to  me  alone — far  from  it — but  a  God-given  gift  meant  for 
every  man,  whoever  he  may  be,  if  he  is  willing  to  reach  out 
into  the  infinite  and  try  to  obtain  it. 

I  wish  I  could  explain  adequately  the  power  of  the  Spirit 
which  surrounds  each  one  of  us.  Unfortunately  it  goes  un- 
noticed and  unwanted  by  those  who  consider  it  too  fantastic 
to  believe. 

Many  so-called  geniuses  of  yesterday  and  today  have  in- 
advertantly tuned  into  the  infinite,  and  as  a  result  they  have 
created  untold  beauty  in  prose  or  music,  or  discovered  some 
remedy  much  needed  for  the  good  of  man.  How  much  greater 
might  have  been  their  results  had  they  done  this  consciously. 

Now  to  return  to  the  unseen,  and  my  messages  to  them. 
Before  you  read,  please  try  to  visualize  a  vast  plain  filled  with 
many  thousands  of  grey  forms  drifting  about  through  the  mists 
seeking  a  way  out.  As  far  as  I  know  there  is  but  one  way  out, 
and  that  would  come  only  through  redemption,  and  a  complete 
awakening  to  past  misdeeds  which  have  ruined  the  lives  of 
others  as  well  as  their  own.  We  are  told  that  it  is  a  far  greater 
sin  to  injure  another  person  than  to  do  wrong  to  ourselves. 

Very  few  of  my  unseen  audience  have  any  knowledge  of 
God  or  of  the  after-life,  nor  have  they  any  interest  whatever 
in  spiritual  matters.  Many  will  not  listen  to  me,  and  will  turn 
away  at  the  mere  mention  of  the  life  to  come.  Here  and  there 
among  this  misguided  group  are  others  who  recollect  some- 
thing of  their  early  upbringing,  and  are  fully  aware  of  their 
past  mistakes.  Many  of  these  are  only  too  eager  for  help.  They 
respond  quickly  and  gratefully  when  approached  by  some 
member  of  that  vast  band  of  God's  missionaries. 

I  think  that  it  is  this  latter  group  who  are  brought  to  me  by 
this  band,  and  they  are  like  frightened  children  holding  out 


78  THE  RESCUE  WORK 

their  hands  to  anyone  who  will  rescue  them  from  their  self- 
imposed  punishment. 

Here  is  a  word  of  advice  for  those  who  are  wise  enough  to 
teach  their  young  children  to  pray  to  a  loving  God,  and  to 
make  them  realize  that  He  is  not  on  some  far-off  throne  wait- 
ing to  judge  them.  He  is  an  understanding  friend  and  guide, 
who  will  watch  over  them  throughout  eternity.  It  you  do  this 
early  enough,  there  will  be  fewer  delinquents. 

When  listening  to  my  records,  I  find  my  opening  words 
seldom  vary.  They  are  meant  to  be  friendly,  kind  and  cheerful 
so  that  these  unhappy  souls  will  listen  attentively  and  without 
fear.  Eventually  they  may  begin  to  grasp  something  of  the 
meaning  of  my  words,  and  thus  are  born  new  spiritual  beings 
who  will  be  given  all  the  encouragement  and  help  they  need. 
We  are  told  that  all  will  turn  to  God  for  help,  but  in  some 
cases  it  may  take  years  before  they  are  willing  to  do  so. 


Chapter  10 
A  RESCUE  MESSAGE 


The  following  is  a  Rescue  Message  such  as  those  I  give  daily 
to  my  unseen  Audience: 

GOOD  morning  every  one.  Please  draw  near  and  listen  care- 
fully to  what  I  have  to  tell  you,  for  I  have  a  message  of 
love  and  hope  for  each  one  standing  here  beside  me  this 
morning.  Before  I  am  able  to  give  you  this  message,  you  must 
understand  why  you  are  in  this  unhappy  place  of  shadows. 
This  is  not  where  you  should  be,  for  God  has  prepared  a 
heavenly  home  for  you.  Unfortunately  you  did  not  know  that 
the  earth  plane  is  our  material  and  physical  school  room, 
where  we  meet  many  conditions  which  do  not  exist  on  the 
planes  above. 

It  is  on  this  earth  plane  that  we  have  an  opportunity  to 
build  for  ourselves  a  character,  something  of  which  we  should 
be  proud.  If  we  do  this  by  living  a  life  of  consideration  for 
others,  realizing  that  we  are  our  brother's  keeper,  and  un- 
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selfishly  sharing  what  we  have  with  those  who  have  nothing, 
then  are  we  living  according  to  God's  plan  for  us. 

If  on  the  contrary  we  do  not  consider  others,  but  become 
a  law  unto  ourselves,  doing  what  we  please  when  and  how 
we  wish,  then  must  we  suffer  the  consequences.  It  is  we  who 
are  the  losers,  for  happiness  and  progression  of  the  soul  are 
not  found  that  way.  This  is  a  law  of  God's  and  cannot  be 
changed.  True  happiness  is  only  found  in  what  some  would 
call  the  hard  way — through  self-sacrifice,  self-control,  and 
orderly  living.  We  must  have  a  contempt  for  things  unholy 
and  unclean,  and  a  desire  must  be  born  within  us  to  improve 
our  stature  by  amending  our  ways. 

These  may  be  attained  only  by  keeping  hand-in-hand  with 
God,  depending  upon  Him  for  our  guidance  and  our  forti- 
tude. It  is  into  our  own  souls  that  we  must  go  to  find  the  only 
available  peace  we  are  meant  to  have.  This  we  earn  gradually 
as  we  grow  in  the  love  and  the  knowledge  of  right  and  wrong. 

God  is  love,  and  He  is  just.  He  may  be  approached  at  any 
time  or  place.  He  is  nearer  to  us  than  hands  and  feet  and  He 
understands  us  better  than  we  do  ourselves.  It  is  to  Him  you 
must  go  in  your  hour  of  need  and  anxiety,  and  He  will  never 
fail  you  provided  you  are  worthy  of  being  helped. 

How  many  of  you  realize  that  God  has  been  your  voice 
of  conscience  ever  since  you  were  born?  He  did  not  allow  you 
to  come  into  this  world  and  then  leave  you  to  fend  for  your- 
selves— unless  in  your  waywardness  you  shut  out  His  voice 
and  would  not  listen  to  Him.  There  can  be  no  greater  misfor- 
tune than  this,  for  your  inevitable  end  leads  to  this  unhappy 
place  where  you  are  now.  It  is  you  and  you  alone  who  must 
get  yourselves  out.  Now  listen  carefully  and  heed  well  what  I 
have  to  say. 

God  does  not  punish,  nor  does  He  send  war,  disease, 
drought,  or  any  other  affliction.  Man  does  that  himself,  bring- 
ing down  retribution  automatically  upon  his  own  head  like 
a  boomerang,  and  the  results  may  be  most  unpleasant. 
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Awake,  my  friends,  and  know  the  truth.  There  is  so  much 
help  for  you,  if  I  could  only  persuade  you  to  listen  to  God's 
wonderful  band  of  helpers,  who  are  standing  close  by  within 
call.  Once,  when  upon  the  earth  plane,  some  were  priests  or 
ministers,  rabbis  or  missionaries,  all  giving  up  their  lives  to 
His  service.  There  is  but  one  religion  in  heaven,  where  we 
soon  learn  to  love  God  with  all  our  hearts  and  souls,  and  our 
neighbors  as  ourselves.  There  are  no  denominations  nor 
creeds,  although  many  good  souls  still  prefer  to  cling  to  their 
former  ways  of  worship.  They  are  free  to  live  and  learn 
according  to  their  desire  for  spiritual  unfoldment. 

Take  courage.  Stop  to  think  a  moment — where  are  those 
millions  upon  millions  of  souls  who  throughout  the  ages 
past  once  stood  here  where  you  are  today?  Eventually  they 
awoke  to  their  infinite  possibilities,  seeing  themselves  as  they 
once  were,  then  turning  with  honest  sincerity  to  repentence, 
washing  away  their  sins  with  their  tears. 

Today  they  are  in  paradise,  where  I  hope  you  will  be 
before  long.  Is  this  not  a  happy  thought  and  something  to 
aspire  to?  But  remember  there  are  souls  here  today  who  have 
been  here  a  hundred  years  or  more,  and  still  do  nothing  to 
save  themselves.  Think  of  the  time  wasted,  the  joys  of  heaven 
deferred. 

I  think  this  is  the  time  to  explain  that  there  are  many  good 
and  just  men  on  earth,  who  conscientiously  do  not  believe  in 
God  and  the  hereafter.  But  they  are  wise  in  their  sense  of 
values,  and  give  of  their  all  toward  building  up  a  good  life 
for  the  poor  and  afflicted.  The  world  is  a  much  better  place 
for  their  having  lived  in  it  a  while.  Is  the  world  a  better  place 
because  you  lived  in  it? 

Think  of  their  joyous  surprise  when  they  open  their  eyes 
in  paradise,  among  a  group  of  loved  ones  they  never  expected 
to  see  again!  It  is  how  we  act  my  friends,  not  what  we  believe. 

Now  shall  we  turn  toward  the  supreme  in  life  and  look 
into  that  glorious  beyond  we  call  heaven  or  paradise?  Do  you 
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think  of  it  as  dull  and  circumscribed?  As  a  place  full  of  re- 
strictions, where  we  spend  all  our  time  upon  our  knees  in 
prayer,  within  some  cathedral  walls? 

No,  my  friends!  You  are  quite  wrong.  On  the  contrary, 
heaven  is  a  joyous,  busy  place.  There  man  is  free  to  follow  his 
own  inclinations,  to  use  his  God-given  talents  for  some  long- 
dreamed-of  achievement. 

It  is  true  that  we  do  spend  some  of  our  time  upon  our  knees 
in  prayer,  but  only  out  of  pure  gratitude  to  a  beneficent 
Father,  thanking  Him  for  the  many  blessings  which  He  has 
heaped  upon  us. 

Heaven  is  not  so  unlike  the  earth-world  in  some  ways,  for 
there  are  mountains  and  valleys,  lakes  and  rivers,  and  great 
cities  where  men  and  women  like  to  congregate  together  as 
they  did  when  on  earth.  There  are  also  small  communities  of 
congenial  souls,  sometimes  relatives,  or  those  who  are  brought 
together  by  mutual  interests.  Here  and  there  are  isolated 
homes,  surrounded  with  flowers  and  trees,  lovely  to  behold. 
All  their  doors  and  windows  are  open  wide  in  neighborly 
welcome,  with  no  fear  of  the  highwayman. 

There  is  no  money  in  heaven,  for  all  things  are  ours  for 
the  asking,  and  there  is  no  pain  or  fear  of  any  kind. 

The  earth  plane  was  our  physical  school  room,  but  heaven 
is  the  beginning  of  our  spiritual  life,  where  man  grows  in  the 
love  and  knowledge  of  God.  When  he  is  sufficiently  evolved 
and  desirous  of  a  higher  life,  he  passes  on  to  other  planes 
above,  ever  climbing  up  and  ever  improving  spiritually.  How 
long  it  will  take  him  to  reach  the  All  Highest  depends  upon 
his  own  soul  and  its  akinness  to  God. 

It  is  in  heaven  where  you  will  find  true  creative  inspiration 
put  to  many  uses,  such  as  prose  and  poetry,  music  and  science, 
and  all  the  arts.  There  are  great  universities  of  learning,  and 
laboratories  for  research.  All  this  and  more,  for  the  seeker 
after  truth  and  personal  knowledge. 

Many  give  their  lives  to  God's  service,  helping  the  sick  in 
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mind  and  soul,  while  others  teach,  or  strive  to  keep  this 
world  of  ours  on  an  even  keel.  If  it  were  not  for  them,  chaos 
would  have  overcome  the  earth  many  times  in  the  past.  Here 
and  there  throughout  the  world  are  souls  who  are  placed  just 
where  they  are  io  perform  some  task  necessary  for  the  better- 
ment of  all. 

Abraham  Lincoln  was  one  of  these.  He  brought  freedom  to 
the  slave,  and  freedom  will  prevail  more  and  more,  for  the 
days  of  the  serf  and  the  peon  are  almost  over.  If  this  were 
better  understood  by  the  proletariat,  less  blood  would  be 
shed.  They  are  bound  to  rise  in  time,  and  there  will  be  no  hold- 
ing them  back.  The  nations  who  will  try  to  do  so  will  meet 
their  just  retribution. 

Now  the  little  children!  What  of  them?  They  laugh,  shout, 
and  play  in  heaven  as  all  children  do,  and  they  are  loved  and 
cherished  by  a  vast  army  of  women  whose  happiness  is  found 
in  caring  for  these  helpless  httle  ones.  Some  grow  to  maturity, 
for  there  is  no  old  age  in  heaven,  while  others  return  again  to 
earth  according  to  their  spiritual  development,  I  am  told. 
Physical  and  material  experience  is  necessary  for  all. 

My  friends,  am  I  not  painting  for  you  a  beautiful  picture  of 
our  future  life?  A  life  of  accomplishment  and  spiritual  growth, 
which  will  lead  us  eventually  into  the  sublime,  where  we  have 
all  we  need,  and  where  we  want  nothing  more.  All  this  is  ours 
if  we  will  but  believe.  Trust  me,  and  do  as  I  ask.  Seek  for  the 
All  Highest  in  prayer,  then  look  into  your  own  heart.  You  will 
find  God  there,  if  you  will  let  Him  in. 

Just  a  last  word  for  the  living.  Death  should  be  looked 
forward  to  with  anticipation.  It  is  our  beginning — not  our 
end. 


Chapter  11 
EVIDENCE  ON  EVIDENCE 


ONE  day  in  1952,  while  turning  the  pages  of  a  magazine, 
I  noticed  an  unusually  fine  full-page  portrait  of  Lincoln 
and  I  sat  for  some  time  gazing  into  those  calm,  sad  eyes.  It 
impressed  me  so  much  that  I  tore  it  out  and  put  it  in  my  top 
bureau  drawer  where  I  would  be  sure  to  see  it  often.  One  day, 
as  I  stood  looking  down  at  his  wonderful  face,  I  said  aloud, 
as  is  my  habit,  "Abdul,  when  my  time  comes  to  join  you,  do 
you  suppose  I  shall  ever  be  able  to  see  Abraham  Lincoln?" 

Two  nights  later  I  found  that  I  could  not  sleep.  For  some 
time  I  lay  in  my  darkened  room  looking  at  the  lights  coming 
through  my  open  window,  then  I  realized  that  I  was  wide 
awake  so  I  decided  to  read  myself  to  sleep.  I  lifted  my  arm 
to  turn  on  my  bedside  lamp.  At  that  moment  I  saw  that 
someone  was  standing  beside  my  bed.  And  I  knew  who  it 
was.  It  was  Abraham  Lincoln. 

No  one  could  possibly  mistake  his  face.  There  he  was, 
looking  down  at  me  from  his  great  height  with  a  smile  I  shall 
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never  forget.  I  sat  up  in  bed  and  stared  for  a  long,  incredulous 
moment.  Then  I  remember  saying  aloud,  "Mr.  Lincoln!  It  is 
you — it  is — it  is!"  I  glanced  about  my  room  to  make  sure  I 
was  awake,  then  I  thanked  him  for  coming  and  told  him  that 
I  wished  he  might  be  back  in  the  White  House  again,  and 
many  more  things  I  do  not  now  remember. 

He  remained  there  for  several  minutes,  surrounded  by  a 
golden  aura.  Then  very  slowly  the  tall  figure  seemed  to  rise 
from  the  floor  until  it  vanished  gradually  through  the  ceiling 
directly  above  me.  I  had  to  lie  down  with  my  head  flat  on  my 
pillow  to  watch  him  go,  and  he  seemed  to  smile,  a  moment 
before  he  disappeared. 

To  me  this  seems  the  most  wonderful  experience  of  my 
entire  life.  The  date,  January  20th,  1952,  will  always  be  in 
my  memory.  I  was  so  excited,  so  elated,  that  I  had  to  get  up 
and  walk  about  my  apartment.  There  was  no  more  sleep  for 
me  that  night! 

The  morning  after  I  saw  Mr.  Lincoln,  I  received  a  letter 
by  inspirational  writing  from  Abdul. 

"Beloved,"  Abdul  began,  "we  here  are  jubilant  over  your 
happy  experience  last  night.  It  is  not  always  easy  to  do  these 
things,  but  conditions  were  perfect.  Your  desire  to  meet  the 
Master,  Abraham  Lincoln,  was  heard  and  he  was  anxious  to 
grant  your  request.  He  was  not  one  of  your  usual  'spectacles' 
but  a  true  spirit  who  was  able  to  make  himself  known.  He  was 
well  pleased  by  your  reaction  and  your  pleasure. 

"Now  it  can  be  told!  The  Master,  Abraham  Lincoln,  was 
one  of  the  Higher  Brotherhood  sent  into  the  world  to  do 
exactly  what  he  did.  And  he  did  it  well!  He  was  deeply 
spiritual,  and  a  man  filled  with  sorrow  because  he  felt  keenly 
the  woes  of  the  world  and  of  his  own  country,  so  torn  apart 
by  war. 

"Beloved,  you  were  indeed  privileged.  We  are  very  grate- 
ful to  him  for  his  interest  in  you,  and  we  know  your  love  for 
him.  He  recognizes  the  photograph  you  have  of  him  in  your 
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bureau  drawer.  Remember  that  he  too  is  doing  this  work,  and 
he  commends  you  for  your  share  in  it.  Persist,  and  do  not  fail 
to  do  your  part. 

"God  bless  you  and  keep  you  with  us  all,  now  and  for- 
evermore.  ..." 

Note  that  Abdul  speaks  of  my  experience  as  being  quite 
different  from  my  "usual  spectacles."  By  this  I  am  sure  he 
means  manifestations  of  the  type  called  apparitions,  as  dis- 
tinguished from  clairvoyant  images  or  materializations.  This 
was  the  first  time  I  had  seen  in  such  detail,  and  close  at  hand, 
what  I  knew  to  be  a  celestial  being. 

All  my  experiences  seem  to  come  unexpectedly,  but  in 
sequence  as  if  they  had  been  planned.  This  was  no  excep- 
tion. A  few  days  after  the  appearance  of  Abraham  Lincoln  in 
my  room,  the  papers  were  filled  with  accounts  of  an  auction 
sale  of  his  letters  to  be  held  at  the  Parke-Bernet  Galleries 
in  New  York.  As  I  had  always  wanted  a  Lincoln  autograph, 
I  decided  to  attend  the  sale.  Also,  the  magazine  reproduction 
of  his  portrait,  which  I  kept  in  my  top  bureau  drawer,  had 
become  torn  and  I  thought  I  might  be  able  to  replace  it  with 
one  more  substantial. 

The  auction  rooms  were  crowded  with  prospective  buyers, 
some  examining  cases  of  manuscripts,  others  seated  at  long 
tables  reading  stacks  of  letters.  I  approached  one  of  the  gentle- 
men and  asked  him  if  he  had  any  idea  what  a  letter  would  sell 
for.  He  explained  that  this  was  an  exceptional  sale,  and  he 
thought  the  letters  would  bring  very  high  prices.  If  I  only 
wanted  an  autograph,  or  an  item  as  he  called  it,  he  suggested 
that  I  go  around  the  corner  and  see  Mrs.  Mary  Benjamin 
who  had  a  large  collection  of  Lincoln  material. 

After  I  had  explained  what  I  wanted  to  Mrs.  Benjamin 
she  opened  a  drawer  filled  with  manuscripts  and  letters.  And 
there,  lying  right  on  top  was  a  copy  of  the  very  photograph 
I  desired.  When  I  asked  where  I  could  buy  one  like  it,  she 
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smiled  and  kindly  presented  it  to  me.  I  bought  two  short, 
signed  notes  and  had  them  framed  with  the  photograph.  They 
now  hang  on  the  wall  behind  my  desk  where  I  can  see  them 
many  times  a  day.  Several  times  Mr.  Lincoln  has  referred  to 
this  photograph  during  seances,  and  remarked  that  I  some- 
times talk  to  him,  which  is  true. 

Two  days  later  I  was  drawn  back  to  the  auction  rooms  in 
time  to  find  proof  that  Lincoln  had  owned  at  least  one  book 
on  spiritualism.  It  was  from  the  Oliver  B.  Barrett  collection 
and  Lincoln's  autograph  was  on  the  title  page,  also  words 
were  underlined  in  pencil.  On  the  opposite  page  was  pasted 
the  following: 

No.  417  Lincoln  Copy 

Further  Communications 

from  the 

World  of  Spirits 

On  Subjects  Highly  Important  to 

The  Human  Family 

by 

Joshua,  Solomon,  and  others 

including  the 

Rights  of  Man 

by  George  Fox 

Given  through  a  lady 

New  York,   1862 

On  March  1st,  1952,  a  few  weeks  after  Mr.  Lincoln  had 
appeared  to  me,  two  mediumistic  friends  received  a  message 
through  their  Ouija  board.  The  fact  that  my  friends  knew  of 
the  manifestation  necessarily  lessens  the  purely  evidential 
value  of  the  message  which  came  for  me.  However,  the  same 
evidence  was  received  some  time  later  in  London  seances 
where  I  was  a  complete  stranger.  My  friends  told  me  that 
the  force  was  powerful,  and  the  message  was  delivered  so 
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swiftly  that  they  had  difficulty  keeping  up  with  the  words 
spelled  out  on  the  board.  The  message  sounded  to  me  very 
much  like  Abraham  Lincoln  and  we  all  shared  a  strong 
impression  of  its  authenticity. 

The  board  had  started  to  move  swiftly  almost  at  once,  with 
a  few  words  to  one  of  my  friends,  then  the  movement  became 
more  deliberate  and  a  name  was  spelled  out — "Abraham." 
One  friend  remarked,  "I'd  better  be  serious  now.  .  .  ."  Then 
the  board  began  to  spell  out  the  following  message: 

Lincoln — I  was  ever  one  to  enjoy  a  joke.  ...  I  want  to  send 
a  message  to  my  beloved  friend.  I  want  to  tell  her  that  it  was 
a  great  joy  to  me  to  be  able  to  manifest  myself  to  her.  I  shall 
be  able  to  come  to  her  again  even  more  clearly,  because  she 
has  been  so  faithful  in  the  dedication  of  her  strength  to  the 
reclamation  task  for  which  the  need  is  more  acute  than  ever 
before  in  history.  .  .  .  All  the  brave  young  hopes  and  aspira- 
tions snuffed  out  like  candles  in  the  wind,  as  the  boys  of  this 
troubled  era  find  themselves  suddenly  as  naked  of  the  bodies 
they  had  worn  as  the  new-born  babe  is  naked  of  clothing! 

I  have  labored  in  this  vineyard  ever  since  the  First  World 
War,  because  of  the  vital  need  to  turn  all  that  potential  con- 
tact force  into  channels  too  high  to  be  used  by  the  destructive 
forces  abroad  in  the  earth. 

(At  this  point  my  friends  broke  off  for  a  moment,  and  one 
said,  "I  feel  so  strongly  the  pressure  of  unshed  tears  behind 
my  eyehds!"  Almost  at  once  the  board  began  to  move  again, 
and  the  message  continued.) 

Lincoln — Those  are  my  tears  of  thankfulness  to  the  gracious 
lady  who  long  ago  felt  drawn  to  me  by  a  mysterious  cord  of 
interest.  She  did  not  know  that  I  sometimes  gave  that  cord  a 
slight  tug  to  divert  her  feet  from  paths  that  would  lead  her 
too  far  from  the  great  work  waiting  for  her.  We  were  once 
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very  close,  a  long  time  ago.  You  will  realize  the  tremendous 
import  of  what  we  are  doing,  in  order  to  undo  the  damage 
to  the  world  from  madmen  at  this  turning  point  of  world 
history. 

At  the  moment  I  wish  only  to  assure  my  beloved  friend  that 
the  work  she  is  doing  is  worth  any  sacrifice,  or  so-called 
sacrifice  from  the  earth  standpoint.  Falter  not,  my  dear,  in 
the  face  of  doubts  and  wonderings.  Look  deeply  into  your 
heart,  and  there  you  will  read  what  we  implant.  Then  turn 
your  gaze  to  the  stars,  and  there  you  will  see  our  faces.  Listen 
to  the  voices  of  your  soul,  and  we  will  speak.  God  will  bless 
you  for  your  faithfulness! 

Two  years  after  this  message  was  received,  my  friends 
found  the  following  quotation  from  one  of  Lincoln's  early 
writing  which  harmonizes  with  the  above  statement  about 
the  stars. 

"I  never  behold  the  stars  that  I  do  not  feel  that  I  am  looking  in  the 
face  of  God.  I  can  see  how  it  might  be  possible  for  a  man  to  look 
down  upon  the  earth  and  be  an  atheist  .  .  .  but  I  cannot  conceive  how 
he  could  look  up  into  the  heavens  and  say  there  is  no  God." 

After  the  board  had  come  to  rest,  through  one  of  my 
friends  came  the  voice  of  a  communicator  who  described 
himself  as  Keeper  of  the  Portal.  "He  is  a  past  master  at  this!" 
the  communicator  began  with  great  enthusiasm.  "He  is  won- 
derful. He's  a  real  'lifter-upper!'  He  comes  with  a  very  healing, 
beneficial  and  kind  force.  When  we  get  a  'speak-piece' 
[recording  machine]  he  will  make  the  Gettysburg  Address 
sound  like  nothing!  He  has  a  great  healing  power  which  he 
will  bring  to  her,  that  one.  .  .  .  Oh,  the  beautiful  soul!  I 
wish  you  could  see  him!  That's  enough  now.  Someday  we  will 
do  this  at  her  house  and  she  will  feel  that  he  is  there,  as  you 
do  now.  You  can't  doubt  it  when  you  feel  it.  She  will  feel  it 
when  you  do  this — that  beautiful  force!" 
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The  rest  of  the  message  seemed  to  be  directed  to  the  friend 
through  whom  he  was  speaking.  "That  was  a  very  good  thing," 
he  said.  "It  took  you  right  up  where  no  wrong  force  could 
get  through  any  crack  or  crevice.  The  vibratory  rate  around 
him  is  so  high  it  can  just  lift  you  right  up.  We  want  her 
to  feel  that,  too,  when  you  are  together — as  soon  as  possible. 
There  is  great  healing  through  him  because  he  had  such  great 
love  for  the  world.  He  has  a  wonderful  sense  of  humor,  but 
always  sadness  and  tenderness  for  the  mothers — something 
like  mother  love.  All  great  men  have  a  capacity  to  feel 
beyond  that  of  the  ordinary  male  of  the  species." 

The  most  important  part  of  this  message  for  me  was  that 
it  definitely  linked  Abraham  Lincoln  for  the  first  time  with 
the  Reclamation  or  Rescue  Work  I  had  been  doing.  Even 
after  that  night  when  I  had  seen  him  standing  by  my  bed  it 
had  never  occurred  to  me  to  associate  him  with  my  daily 
talks  to  the  unseen.  That  I  was  being  controlled  each  morning 
I  knew,  but  I  took  it  for  granted  that  it  was  always  done  by 
Abdul.  As  you  will  remember,  it  was  he  who  had  first  asked 
me  to  begin  this  work,  and  he  is  usually  the  one  who  writes 
the  daily  letters  I  receive.  Yet  nothing  now  seems  to  me  more 
reasonable  than  to  think  that  Lincoln,  with  his  special  inter- 
est in  the  devastation  of  wars,  should  be  engaged  in  the  work 
of  helping  the  millions  plunged  without  warning  into  the 
after-life  by  the  two  greatest  wars  in  history. 

Many  times  at  seances  I  have  been  told  by  my  husband  and 
Allen  that  I  lead  two  lives.  One  is  at  home  in  my  sanctuary, 
and  the  other  is  completely  social.  The  social  side  is  under 
orders  from  Abdul,  who  explains  that  it  is  necessary  in  order 
to  keep  my  two  feet  at  least  partly  on  the  ground.  I  received 
confirmation  of  this  at  a  seance  with  Miss  Thirza  Smith  on 
August  7,  1952,  in  London.  "You  lead  two  lives,"  her  control 
told  me.  "You  are  always  walking  the  path  with  those  on  the 
other  side,  and  they  will  always  dwell  with  you.  You  are  filled 
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with  inspiration  from  them,  and  you  want  to  give  it  out  to 
others."  Then  Abdul  said,  "You  like  quiet,  and  you  feel  our 
nearness.  We  give  you  evidence  of  our  being  there.  You  draw 
us  to  you.  .  .  ." 

At  another  sitting,  with  Mrs.  Bailey  on  May,  1953,  her 
control  (Bill  Wooten)  spoke  to  me  of  Abdul  and  Abraham 
Lincoln. 

"Abdul  is  not  with  you  all  the  time,"  he  said,  "but  it  is 
almost  as  though  you  might  have  a  telephone  line  put  through 
to  him.  If  you  send  a  thought,  the  answer  will  be  sent  ringing 
back  to  you.  It  is  the  same  kind  of  link  that  is  always  between 
my  medium  and  me."  He  went  on  to  explain  that  it  was  also 
the  same  with  Mr.  Lincoln.  "He  links  with  you  telephonically 
— that  is  the  best  way  I  can  express  it." 

I  should  say  that  this  is  probably  some  form  of  what  our 
modern  researchers  call  extra-sensory  perception — or  simply 
telepathy y  which  I  have  been  told  is  the  means  of  communica- 
tion on  the  other  side.  I  do  not  call  Mr.  Lincoln  very  often, 
as  I  feel  it  would  be  an  imposition — but  that  he  is  willing 
to  come  I  am  sure,  as  he  has  told  me  so.  I  do  know  that  he  is 
often  with  me  during  my  Quiet  Time  talks  with  the  unseen. 
That  this  great  honor  should  have  been  conferred  upon  me 
makes  me  feel  very  humble,  and  deeply  dedicated  to  his  work. 


Chapter  12 
THE  DOUBTING  YEARS  ARE  ENDED 


FROM  the  time  I  first  saw  the  spirit  of  Abraham  Lincoln 
in  January  of  1952,  the  most  unusual  phenomena  took 
place  in  my  room.  For  several  months  hardly  a  day  passed 
that  I  did  not  hear  frequent  raps  and  whisthng  noises,  and 
have  clairvoyant  experiences.  At  times  I  was  even  deluged 
with  a  delicious,  flower-like  perfume. 

There  is  no  doubt  that  all  this  was  arranged  by  my  friends 
on  the  other  side  with  a  definite  purpose.  I  had  become  skepti- 
cal and  disturbed  in  mind  about  the  whole  thing  and  was 
about  to  give  it  up  altogether.  This  Abdul  would  not  allow. 
He  would  patiently  try  to  reassure  me  by  explaining  that  I  had 
been  chosen  to  do  this  work,  and  that  I  myself  would  in  time 
deeply  regret  my  lack  of  faith  if  I  did  not  continue.  I  doubt 
if  any  sensible  person  would  blame  me  for  not  having  accepted 
all  these  strange  experiences  without  doubts  and  fears. 

In  the  spring  of  1952  I  decided  to  take  my  grand-daughter 
on  a  North  Cape  cruise.  We  reached  London  in  August  on 
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the  last  lap  of  our  journey.  The  cruise  was  a  great  success. 
If  not  restful,  it  was  at  least  a  change.  My  grand-daughter 
had  never  been  to  London,  so  I  had  little  opportunity  for 
seances,  but  while  she  was  visiting  art  galleries  I  did  find  time 
to  attend  four  sittings  at  the  College  of  Psychic  Science. 

My  first  sitting  was  with  Miss  Thirza  Smith,  a  smiling,  sweet 
faced  woman  who  had  just  arrived  from  the  country  with  her 
arms  full  of  flowers.  After  we  had  been  introduced  in  the  col- 
lege reception  room  we  climbed  two  long  flights  to  the  small, 
bare  room  used  for  her  sittings.  She  drew  the  shade  and  put 
a  screen  between  her  chair  and  the  window.  We  were  def- 
initely not  in  the  dark.  I  could  see  her  clearly  as  I  sat  opposite 
her  at  a  small  table  where  I  could  take  notes. 

The  medium  spoke  first  of  "Alice  who  glows  with  hap- 
piness and  is  very  excited  at  being  able  to  talk  with  you." 
Alice  referred  to  my  having  been  at  sea,  and  said  that  she 
had  enjoyed  the  cruise  as  much  as  I  did.  She  asked  me  to 
relax,  as  I  was  very  tired,  and  she  wanted  me  to  know  that 
she  came  to  see  me  every  day. 

Alice  was  one  of  my  bridesmaids  and  a  very  dear  friend. 
She  came  to  me  a  number  of  times  in  America,  but  no  one 
in  England  could  possibly  have  known  about  her.  I  had  not 
been  in  England  for  many  years  and  had  maintained  no  con- 
tacts there  among  psychics  or  otherwise. 

The  medium  now  began  to  cough  and  choke,  and  to  hold 
on  to  her  neck.  I  knew  at  once  that  this  must  be  Frederick 
manifesting  in  this  way,  because  he  had  died  of  cancer  of  the 
throat  and  had  often  identified  himself  in  the  same  manner 
through  American  psychics.  The  message  which  followed  was 
long  and  personal,  also  quite  accurate  and  characteristic  of 
my  husband.  Then  he  continued: 

"You  must  go  steadily  on  with  what  you  are  doing.  You 
will  not  regret  following  our  plan.  I  will  see  that  you  carry  it 
through.  You  are  going  to  do  some  writing,  in  spite  of  your- 
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self.  I  will  help  bring  ideas  and  make  things  easier  for  you,  as 
I  am  to  work  with  you.  Nothing  will  interfere  with  it,  and  it 
is  going  to  be  completed  and  smooth." 

He  next  spoke  of  my  going  to  the  country  to  visit  our  son, 
after  my  return  home,  which  I  did.  He  concluded  by  telling 
me  that  something  pleasant  was  going  to  happen  in  the  spring, 
which  turned  out  to  be  quite  true. 

The  personal  messages  in  this  part  of  the  seance  were  clear 
and  correct.  The  medium  accurately  described  my  husband 
as  being  erect,  gentle  and  kindly,  and  as  having  a  great  sense 
of  humor.  I  did  not  understand  at  the  time  about  the  writing 
to  which  he  referred,  because  that  seemed  to  me  the  last  thing 
I  would  attempt  to  do.  Of  course,  it  had  been  mentioned  at 
a  number  of  seances  before,  but  I  had  never  taken  it  seriously 
Even  then  it  still  impressed  me  as  being  strange. 

Miss  Smith's  control  now  saw  an  *A'  and  from  the  nature  of 
the  message  I  knew  that  it  must  be  from  Abdul.  He  spoke  of 
my  wish  to  be  alone  and  quiet  as  an  absolute  necessity  for  me. 
He  referred  next  to  my  "living  two  lives" — which  I  had  heard 
so  many  times.  "You  are  walking  the  path  with  us,"  he  went 
on.  "We  will  always  dwell  with  you.  You  are  filled  with  in- 
spiration from  us,  and  you  give  it  out  to  others.  You  are  to 
teach.  You  must  let  these  people  have  the  teaching,  as  it  is 
most  important  for  them  to  receive  it." 

The  medium  said  that  'A'  was  very  anxious  to  get  this  mes- 
sage through  to  me,  and  to  have  me  know  that  he  joins  me  in 
my  work.  She  repeated  that  it  was  the  most  important  work  I 
could  ever  do,  and  added,  "Your  heart  is  very  grateful  that  you 
can  give  expression  to  this.  You  are  very  sensitive  to  it  all  and 
you  can  draw  those  on  the  other  side  to  you." 

I  knew  that  Abdul  was  speaking  of  the  Rescue  Work,  and 
I  was  delighted  to  have  it  confirmed  once  more,  in  the  course 
of  such  an  evidential  sitting.  Abdul  spoke  further  about  it, 
but  I  was  unable  to  get  most  of  it  down  as  the  words  came  too 
rapidly. 
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The  medium  now  saw  an  *A'  again,  but  this  man  she  de- 
scribed as  a  very  quiet  and  dignified  soul,  a  great  teacher,  who 
understood  "the  masses,  and  the  realities  of  life — a  man  of 
wide  perception,"  She  continued:  "The  people  who  come  to 
you  in  their  great  need  you  will  be  able  to  help  through  this 
teacher.  He  wants  you  to  know  that  you  can  help  others  with- 
out hesitation;  he  has  the  faculty  of  bringing  to  you  a  wider 
aspect  of  life's  experiences  which  you  in  turn  can  give  out. 
He  can  control  you,  and  you  must  never  be  afraid  to  say  what 
he  puts  into  your  mind,  for  you  understand  people.  When  he 
was  on  earth,  he  too  understood  them.  He  says,  'they  do  not 
know  their  inner  minds,  and  lose  so  much  we  could  inculcate 
into  their  personalities.  You  will  contact  people  who  will  need 
this  help,  and  I  will  help  you  to  help  them.'" 

After  this  message,  the  medium  said  that  she  saw  two  'A' 
guides,  one  of  them  specially  noted  for  a  great  love  of  people, 
with  a  wonderful  mind  and  a  strong  sense  of  integrity.  I  knew, 
of  course,  that  the  first  'A'  had  been  Abdul.  I  asked  now  if  the 
second  one  could  give  me  a  name  or  an  initial — just  for  the 
record,  as  I  was  sure  that  I  knew  who  he  was.  Almost  immedi- 
ately the  reply  came  back,  'L'.  For  a  moment  I  was  disap- 
pointed. Then  I  realized  that  the  'A'  had  already  been  given 
me  when  he  first  came  through,  and  the  'L'  for  Lincoln  gave 
me  both  initials.  I  thought  this  was  excellent,  as  the  medium 
could  hardly  have  read  'L'  in  my  mind  since  I  was  concentrat- 
ing on  'Abraham.' 

The  medium  said  that  'A'  wanted  to  give  me  a  message, 
and  I  asked  if  he  would  please  speak  the  words  slowly  so  that 
I  could  get  them  all  down  in  my  notes. 

The  message:  "You  need  not  fear,  dear  lady!  I  will  work 
with  you  for  a  long  time,  because  we  have  together  a  common 
understanding  of  life,  a  similarity  of  heart.  We  have  a  love  of 
life,  of  people  and  of  service — so  much  so  that  I  was  drawn 
to  help  you  with  the  good  work  you  have  striven  so  nobly  to 
do,  just  as  I  myself  fought  every  inch  of  the  way  to  carry  out 
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my  own  ideals.  God  bless  you  and  your  work.  Always  think 
of  me  when  you  require  me." 

After  the  seance  was  over,  Miss  Smith  was  very  tired.  She 
said  it  had  been  difficult  to  get  the  words  through  because  the 
vibrations  were  so  high  .  .  .  she  had  never  worked  before  with 
such  high  vibrations.  Under  the  circumstances,  this  in  itself 
seemed  to  me  to  have  evidential  value.  It  also  confirmed  the 
earlier  message  I  had  received  in  New  York,  through  the  Ouija 
board. 

Mrs.  Frank  Brown  was  the  next  medium  with  whom  I  had 
arranged  a  sitting.  Her  control  was  a  Zulu  named  Zombi,  a 
vigorous  spirit  indeed!  Whenever  he  wanted  to  emphasize  a 
point  he  would  try  through  the  medium  to  grasp  both  of  my 
hands  firmly,  and  shake  them  hard.  This  made  it  difficult  for 
me  to  take  notes,  but  I  succeeded  in  freeing  one  hand  enough 
to  record  some  evidential  material  concerning  those  he  was 
describing. 

The  most  interesting  part  of  the  message  was  when  Zombi 
said,  'T  see  a  statue  of  someone  who  lived  in  the  last  century — 
a  very  wonderful  soul!  There  is  a  temple  built  around  the 
statue.  This  man  is  a  beacon  of  light,  and  he  is  the  head  of 
this  work  that  you  do.  .  .  .He  was  an  American  whose  name 
began  with  'A'  .  .  .  and  he  asks  that  the  blessings  of  a  simple 
man  be  upon  you."  Zombi  then  tried  very  hard  to  pronounce 
the  man's  name,  and  finally  got  it  out  with  considerable 
stuttering — "Abraham ! " 

I  think  any  Lincoln  devotee  would  admit  that  this  is  a 
wonderful  characterization  of  that  great  man.  The  statue  to 
which  Zombi  referred  was  obviously  the  masterpiece  by 
Daniel  Chester  French,  in  the  Lincoln  Memorial  designed 
as  a  Greek  temple  facing  a  reflection  pool  in  Washington. 
D.  C. 

There  I  was,  a  complete  stranger  in  a  foreign  country,  yet 
I  had  again  received  the  message  I  was  so  anxious  to  hear. 
In  addition  to  that,  I  had  been  given  confirmation  of  the 
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Statement  made  during  the  previous  winter  that  Lincoln  was 
the  head  of  the  Rescue  Work  of  which  I  was  a  part. 

Zombi  went  on:  "You  are  surrounded,  and  you  are  being 
helped,  by  a  group  when  you  are  teaching  in  your  chair,  or 
sanctuary.  I  see  words  flowing  out  of  your  mouth.  There  is 
no  stopping  them,  and  they  are  spreading  out  to  a  multitude." 
[This  was  a  graphic  description  of  the  way  in  which  my  talks 
are  given  to  the  unseen.) 

After  this  came  a  long  message  from  my  husband,  con- 
taining a  prediction  that  Eisenhower  would  be  the  next  Presi- 
dent of  the  United  States,  and  that  he  saw  no  war  ahead  at 
this  time.  Then  he  said  that  those  with  him  on  the  other  side 
did  not  believe  the  atomic  bomb  would  be  allowed  to  be 
used  since  it  would  mean  destruction  for  too  many  nations. 

"Don't  worry  about  the  Russians,"  he  went  on.  "Stalin  has 
good  in  him,  and  when  he  comes  over  here  he  will  try  to 
make  amends.  However,  he  will  be  punished  by  being  put 
among  his  victims."  The  rest  of  the  sitting  was  made  up  of 
personal  messages  from  my  husband  and  a  number  of  friends. 

My  last  London  seance  was  with  the  attractive  Mrs.  Ena 
Twigg,  an  excellent  clairvoyant  medium.  She  did  not  go  into 
trance,  and  Mr.  Lincoln  did  not  come  through,  but  she  gave 
me  much  information  about  the  Rescue  Work.  "You  have 
dealings  with  many  Army  boys,"  she  said.  "Thousands  of 
hands  are  being  held  out  to  you,  and  they  are  calling 
'Mother.'" 

All  during  the  last  war  my  husband  and  my  son  Allen 
had  been  bringing  the  spirits  of  bewildered  young  airmen, 
soldiers,  and  sailors,  to  join  the  thousands  of  other  unhappy 
souls  within  reach  of  my  voice.  Mr.  Lincoln  was  particularly 
interested  in  helping  them,  I  was  told,  because  of  his  ex- 
periences during  the  Civil  War. 

Later  in  the  sitting,  came  a  message  from  my  father,  who 
said:  "We  work  together — your  son  Allen  and  L  We  have 
been  guiding  lights  in  your  life.  We  want  your  work  to  give 
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more  inspirational  truth,  more  of  spirit.  We  are  preparing 
you  for  greater  progress,  expression  and  expansion."  He  said 
that  I  would  return  to  England,  although  at  that  time  I  had 
no  thought  of  doing  so.  Then  he  surprised  me  by  speaking 
of  my  oil  stocks  and  advising  me  never  to  part  with  them. 
I  had  not  realized  until  then  how  deeply  he  was  still  interested 
in  the  material  side  of  life. 

He  then  said  I  had  not  made  my  will  properly — that  I  had 
left  someone  out.  This  was  quite  true.  I  had  done  so  at  the 
request  of  the  person  involved,  but  I  was  not  happy  about  it 
myself.  Eventually,  I  remade  the  will,  and  I  am  sure  my  father 
must  be  pleased  with  it  as  it  is  now.  He  concluded  his  mes- 
sage by  telling  me  how  proud  he  was  of  his  grandchildren 
and  great-grandchildren. 

Mother  came  to  me  next,  and  showed  great  interest  in 
my  daily  life.  She  asked  what  had  become  of  a  diamond  pin 
and  bracelet  of  hers,  as  she  never  saw  me  wearing  them.  She 
spoke  of  my  childhood  and  of  a  farm  we  used  to  visit  which 
was  owned  by  an  Aunt  Jane  whom  I  loved  dearly,  even 
mentioning  how  I  used  to  fish  in  the  little  brook.  She  also 
said  I  would  buy  a  new  fur  coat,  which  surprised  me  as  I 
had  no  thought  then  of  making  such  a  purchase.  However, 
some  three  months  after  the  sitting  I  did  buy  that  coat! 

I  remembered  that  Mother  was  often  cold — especially 
across  her  shoulders.  She  said  she  wanted  me  to  keep  my 
shoulders  warm,  and  the  coat  would  do  that.  I  felt  that  they 
must  have  followed  me  around  London  on  my  shopping 
sprees,  for  they  mentioned  presents  I  had  selected,  and  spoke 
especially  of  books  I  had  bought.  These  were  all  on  psychic 
subjects,  and  they  told  me  this  was  only  a  beginning  as  I 
would  devote  my  entire  future  to  the  psychic  work  in  which 
I  was  engaged. 

My  husband's  messages  were  equally  intimate,  showing  his 
close  touch  with  my  affairs.  My  son  Allen  spoke  of  my  big 
adventure,  and  the  support  they  were  giving  me  in  it.  "Keep 
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your  sense  of  judgment,"  he  said.  "It  is  being  administered 
from  Spirit.  Watch  your  intuitive  faculty  also,  as  that  too  is 
being  given  to  you  by  Spirit.  Watch  your  likes  and  dislikes. 
There  is  always  reason  for  aversions." 

Each  one  spoke  of  my  sunny  room  and  little  chair  where 
I  sit,  and  of  how  much  they  love  to  be  with  me  there.  This 
was  evidential,  as  that  is  just  where  they  do  come  to  me  and 
where  I  feel  their  presence.  Mrs.  Twigg  spoke  of  seeing  Ab- 
dul, and  of  his  marvelous  eyes.  She  said  that  he  too  came 
to  me  and  stood  by  my  little  chair. 

I  knew,  when  we  sailed  for  home  at  the  end  of  the  cruise, 
that  my  talks  to  the  unseen,  given  during  my  morning  Quiet 
Time,  must  take  first  place  in  my  life  and  nothing  must  be 
allowed  to  interfere  with  them.  Eventually  I  purchased  a 
tape-recording  machine  so  that  I  could  play  the  records  back 
and  thus  benefit  from  them  myself.  Naturally,  since  I  am 
one  of  the  many  instruments  used  to  reach  unhappy  souls 
in  the  shadows  and  urge  them  forward  to  take  their  rightful 
places  in  heaven  where  they  belong,  I  was  interested  to  know 
what  kind  of  advice  and  instructions  they  were  receiving. 

I  was  agreeably  surprised  to  find  that  I  too  was  comforted, 
encouraged,  and  inspired  when  I  joined  the  ranks  of  listeners 
by  way  of  my  tape-recorder.  It  has  given  me  a  picture  of 
heaven  more  wonderful  than  any  I  could  possibly  imagine. 
It  gives  me  the  desire  to  try  harder  to  improve  myself  spirit- 
ually while  I  am  still  on  the  earth  plane,  so  that  I  may  more 
quickly  enjoy  the  glorious  future  I  have  been  promised  when 
I  step  out  of  my  body,  out  of  these  old  clothes  I  have  worn 
so  long,  out  of  these  garments  I  shall  soon  have  to  put  aside. 

If  I  did  not  know  that  I  must  go  on  with  this  work,  await- 
ing the  time  when  my  mission  has  been  accomplished  and 
I  am  free  to  go,  I  should  indeed  be  most  impatient.  As  it  is, 
I  can  only  feel  a  deep  sense  of  humility  and  gratitude  that 
I  have  been  allowed  to  share  in  this  glorious  service  that 
my  guides  and  teachers  call  the  Rescue  Work. 


Chapter  13 
MORE  LIGHT  ON  THE  PATH 


IT  WAS  in  April,  1953  that  I  made  a  veritable  pilgrimage 
to  England,  for  I  wanted  more  talks  with  Mr.  Lincoln 
and  Abdul.  At  a  seance  the  summer  before  I  was  told  that 
I  would  return  in  the  Spring,  which  encouraged  me  to  be- 
lieve that  I  would  be  able  to  do  so. 

This  time  I  was  accompanied  by  a  friend  who  was  also  in- 
terested in  psychic  research  .  When  we  reached  London  we 
made  many  appointments  for  sittings — too  many,  I  was  told, 
for  towards  the  end  of  my  stay  I  realized  I  was  very  tired. 
When  a  sitter  is  mediumistic,  power  is  drawn  from  that  source 
as  well  as  from  the  medium. 

Most  of  the  sittings  were  extremely  good,  and  far  beyond 
my  expectation.  I  never  failed  to  receive  interesting  messages 
from  my  family,  who  can  certainly  be  depended  upon!  There 
were  also  many  references  to  the  Rescue  Work — enough  to 
be  comforting  if  I  had  any  doubts  left  regarding  its  authen- 
ticity. 
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Mr.  Lincoln  identified  himself,  not  only  through  channels 
he  had  used  in  1952,  but  also  through  mediums  with  whom 
I  had  never  had  a  sitting  and  who  knew  nothing  whatever 
about  me.  The  continual  pressure  brought  to  bear  upon  me 
by  those  on  the  other  side  urging  me  to  write  this  book  wore 
down  my  resistance  to  where  I  could  no  longer  evade  the 
issue.  I  came  home  and  tried  it — with  the  results  you  know. 

Abdul  was  usually  mentioned  as  "  'A,'  a  magnificent  guide 
and  teacher."  Occasionally  he  was  able  to  give  me  one  of 
his  spiritual  talks,  just  as  in  the  old  days  with  Mr.  Grady. 
These  were  what  I  wanted  to  hear,  because  they  were  filled 
with  the  higher  teachings. 

In  quoting  from  these  seances  wherever  possible  I  shall 
omit  all  personal  matters  and  include  only  those  passages 
bearing  on  Lincoln  and  the  Rescue  Work. 

Mrs.  Twigg,  who  was  so  successful  the  previous  spring, 
was  the  first  one  I  visited.  She  went  into  a  deep  trance  and 
White  Wing,  her  control,  spoke  immediately.  He  saw  me 
surrounded  by  many  people,  and  said  that  I  was  put  there 
to  bring  light  to  them,  and  that  I  was  looked  upon  as  a 
missionary  in  this  work.  He  then  spoke  of  a  communicator 
who  lived  thousands  of  years  ago,  who  was  showing  him 
scenes  of  wars,  cruelties,  and  oppression  of  that  era.  White 
Wing  said  that  the  communicator  had  been  a  teacher  of 
philosophy  when  he  lived  in  Greece  after  the  time  of  Christ. 

I  asked  if  he  could  give  me  the  first  initial  of  his  name. 
White  Wing  said  he  would  try  to  get  it,  and  the  medium  sat 
quietly  for  a  moment  with  her  head  in  her  hands.  "It  is  'A'," 
he  said.  I  knew  it  was  Abdul  because  he  had  told  me  of  this 
before.  The  messages  from  him  were  long,  and  correct  in 
every  particular. 

Suddenly  without  hesitation  White  Wing  asked:  "Do  you 
know  a  man  named  Lincoln,  a  very  strong,  set  man?"  He 
described  this  man   as   "standing  guard   by   the   Statue  of 
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Liberty."  Then  White  Wing  went  on:  "He  says  that  the  other 
side,  or  spirit  world,  is  bringing  to  pass  a  turn-about  of 
American  politics,  with  tremendous  changes,  enlightenment, 
and  freedom  for  man.  He  gave  his  life  for  his  country,  and 
is  watching  over  his  people.  Things  are  going  to  get  better 
soon.  The  unseen  world  is  working  for  peace.  Will  you  re- 
member to  pray  for  him  and  his  Peace  Band?  He  wants  me 
to  tell  you  that  he  has  gathered  thousands  of  potent,  strong 
souls  who  are  thinking  on  peace.  He  has  met  you  before.  You 
are  strongly  linked  with  him,  and  you  try  to  remember  about 
that.  He  says,  'Leave  memory  where  it  belongs,  and  accept 
my  guidance.  Stay  where  you  are  .  .  .  don't  give  up  your 
home.  This  is  a  warning.'  [Mr.  Lincoln  must  have  seen 
some  change  coming,  for  in  the  following  December  I  was 
notified  to  look  for  a  new  home,  as  my  hotel  was  to  be  turned 
into  an  office  building.]  White  Wing  went  on.  "He  says  you 
must  think  of  a  marching  song,  and  read  the  words  .  .  .  It's 
Onward  Christian  Solidiers!  That  will  help  you." 

As  you  read  these  seances  you  will  notice  that  reincarna- 
tion is  often  implied.  Both  Lincoln  and  Abdul  speak  of  our 
having  been  together  several  times  before.  Undoubtedly  he 
had  been  helping  me  for  years  before  he  made  himself  known. 
As  I  see  it  reincarnation  is  the  only  answer. 

After  that  first  sitting  with  Mrs.  Twigg  there  followed  a 
succession  of  sittings  with  mediums  I  had  never  met  before 
— Mr.  Bhaduri,  Mr.  Lovette,  and  Mr.  Johnson.  They  were 
all  clairvoyant  mediums,  and  each  had  something  evidential 
to  say  confirming  my  part  in  the  Rescue  Work. 

They  spoke  of  my  interest  in  the  brotherhood  of  man,  and 
of  the  fact  that  I  was  doing  healing  of  the  soul.  They  described 
the  large  groups  of  spirits  who  came  to  me  for  help  each 
morning,  thus  confirming  what  I  once  saw  at  Chesterfield. 
If  I  shut  my  eyes  now  I  can  still  remember  that  tragic  tier 
upon  tier  of  grey  forms  reaching  far  out  into  the  distance. 
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One  of  them  said,  "Words  are  put  into  your  mouth,  and 
you  must  not  be  afraid  to  use  them."  Mr.  Lincoln  said  the 
same  thing  in  almost  the  same  words  at  a  later  sitting,  through 
a  different  medium.  All  this  stabilized  my  unsure  ego  and  gave 
me  a  tremendous  uplift  sorely  needed. 

Mrs.  Metvin,  another  gifted  medium  said,  "Your  husband 
is  piling  up  books  for  you,  because  you  enjoy  books." 

This  message  should  give  us  a  little  glimpse  into  the  reality 
of  the  next  world,  and  indicate  how  much  like  our  own  it  is 
in  some  ways.  After  all  it  is  but  a  continuation  of  this  one, 
where  we  go  on  using  such  constructive  talents  as  we  possess. 

I  have  been  told  over  and  over  again  that  life  is  but  a 
series  of  progressions,  so  that  each  one  of  us  will  be  given 
the  opportunity  to  perfect  our  mental  and  spiritual  soul  to 
the  highest  level  of  attainment.  As  free  agents  we  have  quite 
a  responsibility  toward  ourselves. 

Mrs.  Metvin's  control  was  also  known  as  White  Wing.  He 
began  by  telling  me  that  Abraham  Lincoln  was  my  Chief 
Master,  and  correctly  said  that  I  had  a  picture  of  him  in  my 
sanctuary.  There  were  many  personal  messages  from  my 
family  and  finally  White  Wing  said:  "Remember  to  lift  up 
your  ov/n  soul  to  the  All  Highest,  as  man  must  get  back  to 
the  spiritual  path.  Until  he  does  the  world  will  be  in  chaos 
through  wars.  Man  is  beginning  to  worship  the  golden  calf, 
which  is  greed  and  power  and  money.  See  to  what  it  has 
brought  him,  when  he  forgets  the  all-powerful  God.  Man 
must  blend  life  in  spirit,  then  the  physical  and  material.  .  . 
He  must  put  spirit  first  of  all  things." 

Before  I  left  New  York  a  friend  asked  me  to  have  a  proxy 
sitting  for  him.  This  I  promised  to  do.  When  I  reached  Lon- 
don I  asked  the  College  of  Psychic  Science  to  recommend  a 
good  proxy  medium.  They  told  me  that  Miss  Thirza  Smith 
had  been  quite  successful  in  this  most  difficult  type  of  psychic 
work,  and  so  a  seance  was  arranged  with  her.  Miss  Smith  was 
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the  first  medium  I  had  sat  with  in  London  the  previous  year, 
but  I  had  never  before  had  any  experience  with  a  proxy  sitting. 
On  the  appointed  day,  my  note-taker,  Miss  Vera  Staff,  and 
I  climbed  with  anticipation  up  long  flights  of  stairs  to  Miss 
Smith's  room  at  the  college.  In  proxy  sittings  some  possession 
of  the  absentee  sitter  provides  the  vibration.  In  this  case  it 
was  his  fountain  pen.  The  medium  held  it  in  her  hand  for 
a  time,  and  then  several  communicators  who  said  they  were 
his  relatives  came  through.  Things  seemed  to  be  progressing 
nicely  when  Miss  Smith  turned  and  spoke  to  me. 
Medium — Who  is  the  initial  'A'  for  you  in  spirit?  I  see  an 
enormous  big  'A'  and  am  told  to  point  to  you  for  it. 
H.M.S. — Is  it  the  young  'A'  or  the  older  'A'? 
Medium — I  think  it  is  the  older  'A'  who  says  he  has  been 
helping  you  for  a  long  time  now.  He  gave  a  great  big  'A'  as 
though  it  covered  you  from  head  to  foot.  I  am  to  say  that 
that  which  you  came  over  to  seek  and  to  do  you  will  reap  in 
full. 

H.M.S. — I  do  thank  you. 

Medium — This  person  seems  to  be  a  big  person,  but  so  hum- 
ble and  so  sweet.  He  brings  so  much,  he  did  so  much  and 
brought  so  much  to  people  here,  and  still  does.  I  think  this 
is  still  a  message  for  you,  I  cannot  get  away  from  it. 
H.M.S. — I  understand. 
Medium — He  is  a  wonderful  person  in  soul. 
H.M.S. — Yes.  A  great  Master. 

Medium — He  had  not  only  brought  much  back  with  him, 
but  he  has  certainly  placed  great  confidence  in  those  who 
are  accepting  the  things  he  has  brought  since  he  returned 
from  spirit. 

Communicator — I  feel  I  must  thank  you  for  a  great  deal, 
for  this.  Do  you  understand? 
H.M.S.— Yqs.  I  do. 
Communicator — You  have  given  to  me  the  greatest  honor, 
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and  I  am  giving  to  you  the  integral  parts  and  teachings,  soul 
teachings  which  I  could  never  have  accomplished  in  life.  1 
did  what  I  could  in  that  humble  way. 

Medium — Here  I  am  being  made  to  feel  as  though  I  am  a 
soul  who  travelled  through  its  journey  here,  seeing  with  a 
mind  that  was  almost  spiritual  in  its  affairs  from  quite  an 
early  age,  seeing  it  progress  up  through  the  ages,  not  for  the 
benefit  of  itself,  but  for  teams  and  teams  of  people.  He  says, 
1  had  to  do  it  for  their  sakes.  I  myself  am  of  no  account'.  I 
feel  even  after  his  passing — a  great  loss  to  people — this 
person  felt  that  his  life  must  go  on,  to  serve  the  nation  to 
which  he  belonged  and  worked  for.  Do  you  understand? 
H.M.S. — Yes.  [Long  before  this,  I  knew  it  was  Abraham 
Lincoln,  and  I  could  not  have  been  happier.] 
A.L. — I  feel  I  want  to  give  out  of  myself  more  and  more, 
and  bring  to  them  the  real  teachings.  I  feel  a  great  deal  of 
this  work  has  been  accomplished,  and  still  a  lot  more  to 
be  done. 

Medium — There  is  a  fine  face  attached  to  this.  I  feel  my 
face  almost  changing,  my  features  changing.  [Her  face  did 
change,  and  I  saw  the  face  of  Mr.  Lincoln  plainly.  This  is 
called  a  transfiguration,  and  it  happened  several  times  at 
Miss  Smith's  seances.]  I  feel  steadfastness  of  purpose,  kind- 
liness, inside  this  body.  It  was  very  strong  through  life.  When 
released  from  the  body,  far  stronger. 

A.L. — I  can  see  the  greater  spiritual  awakening  among  the 
people  that  we  are  trying  to  help.  It  spreads  across  a  wide 
continent,  and  we  are  helping  with  that  work  in  this  way. 
The  world  could  not  divide  us  at  all,  we  who  are  intent  upon 
the  purpose  of  life,  upon  the  spiritual  journey  to  which  we 
would  walk.  There  has  been  so  much  that  seems  to  the  outside 
world  like  a  meaningless  failing  of  organized  work,  just  to 
bring  a  crude  nation,  a  materialistic  age  .  .  .  [not  clear]. 
They  doubted  much,  and  little  realized  that  the  potentialities 
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of  the  spirit  of  the  nation  could  gather  its  sons  and  daughters 
together  to  bring  about  a  new  thought  and  ideal  into  the 
soul  of  man.  Do  remember  that  each  generation  comes  for- 
ward with  a  strengthened  soul,  so  that  it  can  attain  to  its 
sphere  of  life  and  continue  our  work. 

I  do  bless  you,  indeed.  Much  has  befallen  our  country, 
but  much  is  slowly  arising  to  bring  a  wonderful  truth  to  all 
its  inhabitants.  Each  of  you  working  with  us  is  also  helping 
us  so  surely  upon  the  way  that  we  are  walking  forward,  with 
a  feeling  that  a  new  security  will  hold  the  whole  of  the  States 
together  and  bring  them  into  one  big,  peaceful  homeland. 
God  bless  you. 

H.MS. — I  do  thank  you.  Will  you  please  give  me  your  last 
initial,  just  for  my  records? 
A.L—'L.' 

H.M.S. — Thank  you.  A.L.  is  correct,  as  you  have  already 
given  me  the  'A'. 

A.L. — [Who  had  been  writing  with  the  medium's  finger  on 
the  table  beside  her]  I  signed  myself  Abraham  Lincoln.  [Here 
I  said  his  name  just  as  he  spoke  it.] 

H.M.S. — I  hope  I  am  doing  what  you  want  of  me  in  your  way. 
A.L. — You  are  indeed,  bringing  forward  the  true  facts  and 
bringing  the  light  into  many  souls  where  it  could  never  have 
penetrated  if  you  had  not  used  your  homely  methods.  You 
can  reach  out  to  them,  so  near  to  you,  and  they  have  given 
you  much  happiness,  through  accepting  and  spreading  out 
farther  and  farther  afield  our  words  to  them.  You  do  want 
all  these  things  to  be  safely  garnered  together.  Keep  the 
records  of  all  the  teachings.  They  will  be  valuable  one  day. 
H.M.S. — Thank  you,  for  your  encouraging  words.  I  am 
keeping  some  of  the  recorded  messages. 
A.L. — I  shall  help  you,  have  no  fear  of  that.  I  have  always 
found  in  you  one  who  has  given  service  loyally  and  lovingly. 
You  have  brought  in  so  much  more  that  was  good  and 
wholesome,  that  was  essentially  me  when  I  was  here.  I  may 
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have  been  this  and  that.  .  .  I  had  to  be  myself,  throughout 
my  life.  Nothing  can  change  the  integral  soul,  no  matter 
what  circumstances  or  what  place  you  are  given  at  birth, 
whether  you  be  high  or  of  the  lowest  type.  You  are  an  in- 
tegral soul  that  improves  according  to  your  lights.  I  often 
see  you,  sitting  quietly  reflecting,  in  peace  and  quietness.  I 
find  the  harmonious  surroundings  helpful.  I  believe  I  have 
carried  out  my  promise  faithfully  to  you,  and  you  have  in- 
deed given  yourself  to  me.  My  blessings  will  be  with  you 
throughout  this  journey,  and  you  will  safely  return  and  give 
to  many  more  those  things  which  I  have  been  trying  to  bring 
to  you  here. 
H.M.S. — Thank  you.  That  is  what  I  came  to  England  to  hear. 

My  friends  on  the  other  side  had  taken  so  much  time  at 
the  first  proxy  sitting  with  Miss  Smith  that  I  felt  I  should 
make  an  attempt  to  obtain  a  second  one  on  behalf  of  my 
friend  in  America.  In  my  second  sitting,  a  larger  proportion 
of  the  time  was  given  to  messages  for  my  friend,  but  other- 
wise it  followed  the  same  pattern  as  the  first.  Before  very  long, 
it  was  broken  into  with  messages  obviously  intended  for  me. 

Miss  Smith,  the  medium,  began  coughing  a  good  deal  and 
said  that  some  one  was  doing  it  to  her.  I  knew  at  once  who 
it  was  because  my  husband  usually  made  himself  known  that 
way.  After  a  personal  message  from  him,  the  medium's  voice 
changed,  and  I  asked: 
H.M.S. — Who  is  this  speaking? 

Medium — I  am  your  guide  and  philosopher.  You  would  not 
let  me  go? 

H.M.S. — No,  indeed!  Please  stay  as  long  as  you  can.  [I  felt 
sure  now  it  was  Mr.  Lincoln,  and  the  content  of  the  message 
which  followed  left  no  doubt  in  my  mind.] 
A,L. — I  feel  as  though  I,  too,  have  played  an  important  part 
with  some  of  the  answers  which  you  have  received  here. 
H.M.S. — You  have  indeed.  You  always  do. 
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A.L. — I  have  brought  perhaps  a  great  deal  into  your  life.  I 
have  tried  to  expound  my  knowledge  through  you,  and  I 
have  felt  the  blessings  you  have  given  to  others.  It  is  a  work 
I  am  able  to  continue  with,  and  one  which  benefits  the  soul 
of  my  people.  It  is  one  which  gives  me  the  greatest  happiness, 
for  I  always  loved  those  who  needed  help. 
H.MS. — Yes,  I  know  you  do. 

A.L. — It  is  in  the  humble  things  of  life  that  the  soul  is  found 
of  the  great  Divine  Master.  It  is  all  those  things  in  daily  life 
which  hurt  the  soul  that  I  want  to  give  a  sort  of  relief  to. 

It  is  not  a  question  of  money.  It  is  a  question  of  the  inner 
being  that  matters  so  much  to  them.  Let  them  feel  their 
divinity  within  whilst  they  are  on  the  earth.  Let  them  get  the 
comfort  and  the  knowledge  of  all  that  is  around  them,  ready 
for  them  to  find.  The  searching  of  the  soul  can  bring  a  great 
deal  of  peace  to  them.  And  the  reward  is  great  when  they 
find  they  have  got  their  higher  selves  attached  to  a  larger 
band  who  are  willing  to  serve  and  help  them  in  return.  Have 
I  not  made  life  easier  for  you? 
H.MS. — You  have,  indeed. 

A.L. — And  have  I  not  brought  a  wholeness  within? 
H.M.S.—Yqs. 

A.L. — That  is  life,  and  I  too  look  after  the  earthly  needs; 
they  must  be  looked  after.  But  it  is  the  richness  of  life  that 
can  be  given  to  them  that  makes  me  cling,  because  you  are 
able  to  get  to  them  for  me.  They  would  not  dream  that  I 
would  come  to  them,  and  yet  I  know  they  have  had  their 
dwelling-place  within  the  words  I  have  made  you  speak  to 
them. 

I  want  to  greet  you  as  my  friend  and  helper,  pouring  upon 
you  some  of  that  deeper,  wider  sympathy  and  love  which  we 
ourselves  draw  from  the  higher  spheres.  Each  has  its  field, 
each  has  its  higher  division,  and,  through  the  channels  of 
service  which  you  give  to  us  we  are  able  to  pour  from  the 
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fountain  that  which  means  so  much  to  the  Divine  Master.  Go 
forward  with  your  greater  work.  It  is  there,  stretching  out 
before  you,  with  a  band  of  helpers  coming  from  far  and  near 
to  help  you.  How  you  have  given  yourself  for  my  sake! 
H.M.S — Thank  you,  thank  you!  It  was  my  life. 
A.L. — It  is  because  of  the  rhythm  in  your  life  that  works 
in  tune  v/ith  mine,  that  I  am  able  to  do  this.  If  your  soul  were 
made  of  more  worldly  things,  I  could  not.  But  your  great 
love  of  humanity,  and  the  desire  to  help  and  to  give  out  this 
help  to  all  you  come  in  contact  with,  make  me  feel  I  am 
enriched  in  myself  by  such  service.  Bless  you  for  this!  How  I 
dwell  with  you!  How  I  pour  my  thoughts  to  you! 
H.M.S — Thank  you.  You  do  indeed. 

A.L. — You  are  an  able  channel  for  me.  We  shall  work  within 
the  greater  band  together  when  you,  too,  join  with  us  here. 
And  you  will  see  the  great  work  which  you  have  accomplished 
for  us.  Nothing  is  left  unknown  to  you.  For  each  smile  you 
have  given  to  help  the  lonely  soul,  each  word  of  comfort  that 
you  have  poured  out  for  them,  and  the  willingness  of  yourself, 
has  brought  with  it  a  great  golden  band  that  binds  us  to- 
gether and  holds  together  all  that  we  accomplish  together.  I 
am  still  human  in  my  thought  and  in  my  ideals.  And  you 
too  have  linked  with  that  humanity  in  the  same  way  that  I 
did,  when  upon  the  earth. 

I  do  bless  you  for  the  work  you  do  for  us.  And  I  shall 
dwell  with  you  and  care  for  you  throughout  your  life.  For 
whilst  you  spread  forth  the  truths  that  we  have  endeavored  to 
give  to  you,  you  are  indeed  one  of  the  band  that  belongs  to 
the  White  Army  which  serves  the  higher  purposes. 

We  have  happiness  and  laughter,  we  have  familiarity,  but 
it  all  serves  its  purpose.  You,  with  your  happy  frame  of 
mind,  have  brought  happiness  to  many,  have  caused  many 
tears  to  be  wiped  away.  It  is  in  your  Book  of  Words,  God 
shall  wipe  away  all  tears.  .  .  .  Let  me  tell  you,  the  channels 
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on  earth  wipe  away  the  tears  for  Him.  God  bless  you.  Do 
have  a  happy  time. 

H.M.S — I  shall — especially  when  I  am  working  with  you. 
A.L. — I  shall  take  care  of  you,  and  shall  reap  from  your 
brightness  still.  Keep  your  bright,  cheerful  heart,  and  sing 
the  melody  of  the  spheres  with  us.  God  bless  you. 


I 

i 


Chapter  14 
THE  LIGHT  GIVERS 


JUST  BEFORE  I  left  for  England  in  1953  I  was  told  that  I 
must  sit  with  Mrs.  Lilian  Bailey,  a  deep  trance  medium 
with  great  psychic  power.  When  I  arrived  in  London  I  found 
that  she  lived  at  Wembly,  outside  of  the  city  and  difficult 
for  me  to  reach,  but  I  always  looked  forward  with  keen 
anticipation  to  my  sittings.  She  was  a  delightful  person  herself 
and  her  control,  Bill  Wooten,  brought  through  many  relatives, 
friends  and  guides  I  had  never  contacted  before.  Among 
them  was  a  delightful  Scottish  doctor  who  called  himself 
Sandy,  and  gave  me  many  details  of  the  Rescue  Work  along 
with  much  good  advice  about  my  health. 

Mrs.  Bailey's  sittings  were  long  and  filled  with  many  per- 
sonal and  family  incidents  which  were  extremely  evidential. 
The  moment  1  entered  her  living  room  with  my  note-taker, 
we  were  deluged  with  the  perfume  of  spring  flowers.  Later, 
when  the  medium  was  in  deep  trance.  Bill  Wooten  explained 
that  they  had  been  brought  to  me  in  gratitude  for  my  Rescue 
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Work  by  young  men  from  the  armed  forces  and  many  other 
thankful  souls.  This  made  me  want  to  weep,  for  gradually 
the  reality  of  the  work  I  was  doing  was  beginning  to  impress 
me  deeply.  I  could  feel  the  tragedy  of  these  broken  lives, 
doomed  to  self-imposed  punishment. 

My  father,  who  was  the  first  to  come  through,  had  many 
potent  things  to  say,  which  were  to  be  confirmed  by  Mr. 
Lincoln  in  a  seance  with  Miss  Smith  a  year  later. 

Father — I  wish  the  West  could  cast  out  fear,  for  America 
in  her  fear  could  act  drastically.  There  will  be  no  war  until 
the  end  of  this  century  when  China  will  seek  to  overthrow 
Russia  and  Japan,  and  will  overcome  both  of  them.  This 
will  not  affect  Europe  for  another  thirty  or  forty  years.  They 
have  difi'erent  idealogies,  and  China  cannot  live  under  Russia. 
Russia  wants  to  come  to  friendly  terms  with  the  West.  They 
have  been  so  tried  by  Stalin.  July  will  be  a  hot  spot,  but  it 
will  fizzle  out. 

The  medium  described  a  churchman  whom  I  recognized 
as  my  uncle,  the  Reverend  Charles  Shelton.  "He  asks  you," 
Mrs.  Bailey  said,  "to  read  Matthew  10,  Verses  19-20,  as 
there  is  a  great  mesage  for  you  in  those  words." 

This  is  the  quotation: 

"Take  no  thought  how  or  what  ye  shall  speak  for  it  shall  be  given 
you  in  that  same  hour  what  ye  shall  speak.  For  it  is  not  ye  that 
speak,  but  the  spirit  of  your  Father  which  speaketh  in  you." 

[Now  followed  an  intimate  message  from  Abdul  which  I 
include  because  it  portrays  the  close  relationship  we  may  have 
with  those  from  the  beyond,  or  shall  I  better  call  it  'the  here 
and  now'.] 

Abdul — In  the  great  fullness  of  our  love  there  is  happiness 
in  all  we  wish  to  do.  Many  men  come,  but  we  go  on  together. 
There  is  a  greater  power  given  to  us  than  could  be  understood 
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by  you,  my  beloved  child.  I  cannot  very  well  use  this  way  of 

speaking,  but  I  can  confirm  that  we  shall  succeed  in  what 

we  have  arranged.  May  the  peace  of  the  spirit  be  with  your 

body  as  it  is  with  your  soul.  Remember  always  the  link  grows 

stronger. 

Bill  Wooten — Your  guide  is  a  magnificent  soul.  He  came  only 

to  have  you  know  how  close  you  are  to  each  other. 

[I  never  had  encountered  another  person  who  has  such 
friendly  relationship  with  a  great  Master  from  the  other  side 
as  I  have  with  Abdul  until  I  read  Beyond  Doubt  by  Mary  Le 
Beau  published  in  1956.  She  has  a  Master  she  calls  "Trust" 
with  whom  she  has  daily  contact.  It  is  something  of  a  relief 
to  know  that  there  are  others  who  are  going  through  ex- 
periences similar  to  mine.] 

At  my  second  sitting  with  Mrs.  Bailey,  on  May  5th,  there 
occurred  an  excellent  bit  of  what  we  call  cross  reference. 
Just  before  I  left  New  York  I  had  a  sitting  with  a  mediumis- 
tic  friend  whose  control  was  a  colored  woman  named  Polly- 
anna.  She  promised  to  make  herself  known  to  me  in  London 
if  i:he  possibly  could,  which  she  did  three  times.  This  was  the 
first  time  she  came  to  me. 

Bill  Wooten — There  is  some  one  here  with  the  name  of  Polly- 
anna.  Is  she  colored? 
H.M.S.—Yqs. 

Bill  Wooten — She  knows  your  husband  well,  and  in  a  way 
is  interested  in  what  you  are  doing.  She  said  she  made  you  a 
promise,  that  she  would  come  and  make  herself  known  to 
you.  She  wants  to  confirm  that  she  is  real.  She  is  here  today, 
beaming  all  over  her  lovely  black  face. 

[Simple  little  messages  like  this  one,  filled  with  proof  and 
promise,  make  spirit  communication  so  real  and  believable. 
Several  new  guides,  called  guardian  angels  by  many,  were 
brought  to  me.  Among  them  was  the  Scottish  doctor,  Sandy. 
He  gave  me  the  most  illuminating  description  of  the  unseen 
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I  have  ever  received.  I  asked  him  why  some  of  these  poor 
souls  I  was  trying  to  help  did  not  come  back  and  tell  me 
about  it.] 

Sandy — They  do  not  come  back  because,  ye  see,  dear  lady, 
to  your  circle  all  sorts  of  good,  bad,  and  indifferent  people 
are  brought;  most  of  them  have  no  kind  of  spiritual  under- 
standing whatever.  They  are  worse  than  beggars  in  the  spirit. 
The  beggar  ye  give  a  shilling  would  thank  ye  for  it,  but 
these  v/ould  not  have  the  spiritual  consciousness  to  come 
back  and  thank  ye.  It  might  be  another  decade  before  those 
people  could  pull  themselves  up  by  their  shoe-laces  to  get 
up  to  another  sphere.  Sometimes  it  takes  years.  Be  not  dis- 
appointed. Ye  know,  there  was  one  man  who  was  a  very 
great  drunkard  who  came  back  to  the  group.  I  remember 
that  man  very  well.  It  is  some  time  ago.  He  had  no  idea  where 
he  was,  had  not  the  slightest  idea  he  had  passed  into  spirit. 
It  would  take  him  a  century,  even  after  he  passed  over,  to 
get  to  that  state  of  consciousness  where  he  could  be  thankful, 
even.  Bear  that  in  mind  and  don't  be  disappointed! 
H.M.S. — How  about  the  young  soldiers  and  sailors  picked 
up  and  brought  to  me? 

Sandy — There  have  been  heaps  of  them,  hundreds,  thousands. 
Many  have  been  helped  without  your  having  heard,  because 
they  have  been  helped  through  your  auric  emanation.  Ye 
are  like  a  lighthouse,  sending  out  rays  of  light  over  hundreds 
of  miles.  It  is  further  than  that!  The  vibration  of  a  soul. 
People  far  away  can  see  that,  and  we  can  help  them.  Think 
of  it  like  that.  These  people  are  not  ungrateful,  but  they  are 
taken  out  of  that  particular  environment  they  have  found 
themselves  in.  There  are  many  who  say  they  are  this  and 
that,  and  are  not  this  and  that.  Take  no  notice.  We  are  just 
happy  to  serve.  Ye  have  helped  many  mothers  and  fathers 
too,  because  their  sons  bring  conditions  into  the  home  which 
will  be  helpful — some  of  the  richness  they  have  found.  Many 
hundreds  of  them  have  returned  to  ye  in  thankfulness,  bring- 
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ing  flowers.  They  have  no  means  of  transmitting  to  ye  all  that 
they  have  found;  the  vibration  they  have  passed  through  does 
not  give  them  an  instrument  to  express  themselves  with. 

I  have  been  told  that  some  of  the  lowest  types  of  the  unseen 
return  to  earth  where  they  are  given  a  second  chance  to 
redeem  themselves.  It  seems  only  right,  for  so  many  have 
never  had  an  opportunity  to  know  the  Ten  Commandments 
and  what  they  stand  for.  That  there  is  an  answer  I  know, 
and  a  fair  one  at  that.  I  have  also  been  told  that  most  of  the 
great  souls  in  paradise  once  stood  where  these  poor  creatures 
are.  Unquestionably  progression  is  the  answer,  and  he  who 
wakes  up  to  it  quickly,  and  takes  advantage  of  it,  is  fortunate 
indeed. 

I  asked  a  few  questions  about  Lincoln  and  Abdul,  without 
giving  their  names,  and  Sandy's  answer  confirmed  what  I 
had  heard  many  times  before. 

Sandy — Your  Egyptian  [Abdul]  is  your  bodyguard,  your 
guardian.  He  was  a  very  great  soul  and  is  today.  Another 
very  great  soul  comes  to  do  the  speaking  part  through  ye. 
I  am  sure  he  is  not  there  all  the  time.  If  ye  sent  a  thought 
it  would  be  sent  ringing  back  to  you.  This  great  soul  was  a 
figure  in  history.  He  had  great  powers  of  oratory.  He  was 
a  leader  of  the  people,  and  brought  them  up  from  slavery, 
to  freedom  and  liberty.  He  is,  or  was,  the  head  of  your  coun- 
try. Do  ye  understand? 
H.M.S — This  is  wonderful! 

Sandy — His  memory  lives  today.  On  a  battlefield  he  said  it. 
Do  ye  know  what  I  mean? 
H.M.S. — Indeed  I  do!  The  Gettysburg  address. 
Sandy — Lincoln  it  was,  of  course.  He  comes  from  time  to 
time  to  attend  ye.  He  links  up  with  ye  telephonically — that 
is  the  best  way  I  can  express  it.  [A  sort  of  extra-sensory  per- 
ception, I  suppose.]  Greater  things  than  these  shall  ye  do. 
H.M.S. — How  can  I  do  anything  greater? 
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Sandy — Ye  will  see  greater  results  for  the  efforts.  God  bless 
ye,  dear  lady.  I  cannot  stay  any  longer. 

[To  me  this  was  an  exceptionally  good  seance,  and  I 
would  not  ask  for  anything  better.] 

My  third  sitting  with  Mrs.  Bailey,  on  May  12th,  was  par- 
ticularly interesting  to  me.  Although  many  will  not  believe 
the  messages  which  came  through  from  Mr.  Lincoln,  I  must 
share  them  with  those  who  will. 

When  we  first  entered  the  room  we  were  greeted  as  usual 
with  the  scent  of  flowers,  which  I  was  told  were  banked  all 
around  me.  Bill  Wooten  regretted  that  I  was  unable  to  see 
them,  as  there  were  so  many  varieties. 

Bill  Wooten — Some  are  rare  and  from  the  East,  while  others 
are  spicy  with  a  profusion  of  color  and  perfume.  Your  hus- 
band, bless  him,  is  here  and  your  son,  with  great  love  and 
exuberance.  There  is  a  gentleman  who  wears  a  small  beard. 
He  seems  in  a  cloud  of  light,  with  the  initials  A.L.  He  was 
a  medium  or  instrument  for  the  spirit  in  his  own  day.  He  was 
trying  to  free  the  mind  of  man;  he  is  still  doing  it,  and  it  is 
what  you  are  doing.  Trying  to  help  man  and  his  mind  from 
slavery  of  misunderstanding  and  ignorance.  That  is  why  he 
is  at  the  back  of  you.  Do  you  follow? 

H.MS. — Yes,  that  is  right,  and  he  does  stand  directly  back 
of  me. 

Bill  Wooten — He  is  pushing  you  on.  You  have  many  links 
on  earth  that  he  has  great  interest  in.  He  is  putting  his  hand 
on  your  shoulder.  I  know  that  in  some  way  he  controls  you. 
He  may  not  take  your  whole  consciousness,  as  I  do  with  my 
medium.  But  you  will  hear,  and  find  yourself  going  on  and 
on,  and  if  you  wanted  to,  I  do  not  think  you  could  interrupt 
what  is  said  by  A.L.  Do  you  understand? 
H.M.S. — Yes,  I  do,  perfectly. 

Bill  Wooten — Although  you  may  not  believe  it,  and  some- 
times doubt  your  abihty,  he  is  delighted  with  the  co-operation 
that  you  give  him  and  with  all  that  you  are  doing.  He  wants 
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to  say  that  it  is  brightening  and  widening  constantly — even 
the  links  you  have  made  here.  He  is  almost  controlling  me 
to  speak  to  you.  But  I  want  you  to  listen  to  my  words,  be- 
cause they  are  his  words.  The  time  grows  into  a  wider  field 
of  activity  for  us.'  He  means  you  and  him  without  doubt.  I 
cannot  get  his  every  word,  so  it  is  no  use.  He  wants  you  to 
know  there  is  a  wider  field  of  endeavour  for  you  to  work  in. 
He  brings  hosts  of  young  men  who  have  passed  on  the  field 
of  battle.  He  brings  them  to  your  lighthouse.  You  are  as  a 
lighthouse  to  these  people.  They  can  receive  light  through 
this  channel.  Instead  of  roaming  the  spheres  in  ignorance 
and  deformity  of  soul,  they  are  set  upon  the  path  of  under- 
standing and  personal  responsibility.  That  is  his  work  through 
you.  He  wants  you  to  hold  on  with  him  to  that  which  is 
good  and  true. 

Now  came  a  message  from  Bill  Wooten,  telling  me  of  the 
many  famous  people  who  belong  to  Abraham  Lincoln's  group. 
They  not  only  work  to  help  the  souls  of  those  who  have 
passed  mto  spirit,  they  work  to  rescue  the  peace  of  the  world. 

Bill  Wooten — You  do  not  have  to  do  anything  about  that 
much,  except  to  live  as  close  to  your  own  spiritual  ideals  as 
you  can,  and  know  that  from  this  group,  its  set  of  vibrations, 
is  being  built  a  firm  foundation  of  love,  cooperation  and 
understanding.  Sent  from  it  as  from  a  lighthouse  are  rays 
that  others  in  spirit  might  use  to  influence  the  mind  of  man, 
not  only  nationally,  but  internationally.  Therefore  you  are 
of  greater  importance  from  your  point  of  view  than  even 
you  have  estimated.  [I  felt  overwhelmed  by  this  message  and 
said  so.]  He  says,  why  should  it  be  wonderful  that  a  solitary 
man — and  he  was  solitary,  he  was  poor,  he  came  up  by  his 
shoe-laces — he  realizes  that  it  was  not  himself  that  put  him 
where  he  was,  but  the  Spirit  working  through  him.  He  is  but 
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a  man,  in  the  greater  humility,  to  return  as  a  soul,  enriched 
by  the  strength  of  his  own  soul. 
H.M.S. — You  are  beloved  by  everyone. 
Bill  Wooten — That  brings  him  the  greatest  possible  joy.  He 
feels  as  you  feel,  that  it  cannot  be  true.  You  see,  he  was 
really  a  humble  soul.  He  has  always  been  aghast  that  any- 
thing he  did  should  bring  him  fame.  He  wanted  above  all 
things  to  bring  liberty. 
H.M.S,— You  did  that. 

Bill  Wooten — This  blessed  soul,  in  his  great  golden  soul,  says 
he  did  it  through  the  grace  of  God.  I  feel  that  he  presses  on 
your  shoulders  sometimes,  and  sometimes  you  feel  him 
positively  holding  on  to  your  shoulders,  walking  along  the 
way  with  you.  You  are  never  to  forget  that  this  comradeship 
of  the  spirit  is  real.  It  can  never  die.  It  is  forged  in  God's 
name  to  the  service  of  the  human  family. 
H.M.S. — When  I  go  home  I  am  going  to  try  to  write  a  book. 
Bill  Wooten — He  says,  when  you  first  came,  it  was  suggested 
you  should  do  that. 
H.M.S.— Will  you  help  me? 

Bill  Wooten — He  will.  He  feels  it  will  stagger  people  over 
there.  He  wanted  to  do  this  when  he  was  upon  earth.  He 
says,  the  power  of  the  spirit  would  come  to  the  White  House. 
He  has  talked  with  those  who  helped  him.  Even  Washington 
talked  with  him  long  before  he  [Lincoln]  passed  into  spirit. 
He  was  helped  by  others,  but  he  also  had  this  gift  which  you 
have,  of  being  controlled,  but  of  being  himself. 

Mr.  Lincoln  speaks  of  his  having  been  controlled  when  he 
was  in  the  White  House.  This  I  had  not  heard  before,  and  it 
interested  me  deeply.  I  do  not  doubt  for  one  moment  that 
many  of  his  famous  speeches  and  letters  were  given  to  him 
inspirationally,  just  as  he  helped  me  to  write  this  book.  I 
frankly  acknowledge  I  could  not  have  done  it  without  his 
assistance. 
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This  may  sound  impossible  to  those  who  know  little  about 
the  subject.  But  I  assure  you  there  are  many  volumes  of 
literature  which  have  been  written  in  this  manner. 

I  had  a  friend  who  published  several  books  of  poetry,  all 
of  which  were  received  in  the  strangest  places.  For  want 
of  paper  she  would  use  the  top  of  a  hat-box  in  a  Fifth  Avenue 
bus  or  ihe  back  of  a  hotel  menu.  Many  people  keep  a  pad 
and  pencil  on  the  bed  table,  as  they  frequently  wake  up  in 
the  middle  of  the  night  to  jot  down  the  answer  to  some 
problem. 

Some  years  ago  when  I  was  on  one  of  my  world  cruises, 
I  met  a  well  known  professor  of  mathematics  who  was  an 
avowed  agnostic.  He  told  me  he  always  kept  a  pad  by  his 
bed,  as  many  of  his  most  difficult  problems  were  solved  in 
the  middle  of  the  night.  He  said  he  did  not  remember  much 
about  it  at  the  time,  but  in  the  morning  the  answers  were 
there.  When  I  told  him  why,  he  was  the  most  startled  man 
I  ever  met.  Frequently  afterward  he  would  stop  me  and 
discuss  the  subject. 

I  have  heard  the  late  Doctor  Robert  Norwood  say  from 
the  pulpit  of  St.  Bartholomew's  Church,  in  New  York  City, 
that  he  always  carefully  prepared  his  Sunday  sermon  in 
advance,  but  when  he  reached  the  pulpit,  and  started  to 
preach,  his  son  on  the  other  side  would  often  control  him 
and  preach  an  entirely  different  sermon.  Doctor  Norwood 
became  his  son's  instrument  just  as  I  am  for  Abraham  Lincoln 
in  the  morning  talks  to  the  unseen. 


Chapter  15 
OF  WAR  AND  PEACE 


THERE  HAS  been  a  definite  pattern  for  this  book  from  the 
beginning.  I  have  been  led  step  by  step  toward  the  build- 
ing and  understanding  of  the  Rescue  Work,  and  how  it  began. 
In  these  deeply  troubled  times  of  wholesale  destruction  and 
violent  death,  my  friends  on  the  other  side  consider  this  to 
be  the  most  important  aspect  of  my  work,  and  they  have  not 
wavered.  No  author  ever  had  less  to  say  about  her  book 
than  I. 

Whenever  I  receive  a  direct  seance  message  from  Abraham 
Lincoln  I  am  elated.  In  the  following  sitting  with  Mrs.  Bailey, 
Mr.  Lincoln  has  some  very  encouraging  things  to  say  about 
war  and  peace.  As  usual  Bill  Wooten,  her  control,  took  over 
as  soon  as  she  had  gone  into  trance. 

Bill  Wooten — There  is  a  big  initial  'A.L.' — not  one  of  the 
family;  one  of  the  spiritual  group.  A  great  influence,  working 
to  try  to  help  people,  particularly  your  people,  in  your  coun- 
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try.  I  think  A.L.  is  Abraham  Lincoln.  He  really  is  interested 
in  this  work. 

H.M.S. — He  wrote  a  great  deal  of  it  himself. 
B.W. — He  says  it  is  going  to  open  the  eyes  of  many  people 
who  are  in  a  backwater.  It  will  be  used  to  help  forward  all 
those  who  are  still  enslaved  inside  a  wonderful  free  country. 
Anyhow,  that  is  the  position.  Even  the  late  President  is  in- 
terested in  this.  How  often  he  has  come! 
H.M.S. — Do  you  mean  Franklin  D.  Roosevelt? 
B.W. — Yes.  Anything  that  will  throw  light  on  a  troubled 
world  he  is  in,  right  up  to  his  neck.  He  is  right  in  this  little 
book,  with  the  others.  There  is  too  a  man  whom  I  do  not 
know  if  you  knew  personally,  a  man  with  a  dark  lock  of  hair, 
and  deep-set  eyes  full  of  a  burning  zeal.  He  is  the  quiet  type, 
would  hardly  say   anything  unless   it  was   worthwhile.   He 
passed  suddenly.  His  name  is  Winant.  You  have  attracted  a 
band  of  leaders. 

H.M.S. — I  do  feel  it  to  be  a  wonderful  group. 
B.W. — They  are  the  souls  of  those  who  seek  to  serve.  You 
wish  to  serve  and  are  doing  your  best.  They  are  not  high  and 
low,  only  the  wise,  and  those  who  are  set  on  the  road  to 
service.  That  is  why  you  have  drawn  to  yourself  these  people, 
empowered  to  help  by  any  means,  to  widen  the  world. 

In  this  book  you  have  written,  these  dear  souls,  and  your 
husband,  come  to  you  to  try  to  help  you  play  your  part.  I 
heartily  say,  you  have  done  this,  perhaps  against  your  people, 
against  what  your  family  would  wish  you  to  do.  They  are 
beginning  to  feel  a  bit  nervous,  appalled,  by  this  publication. 
H.M.S. — I  hope  they  will  not  mind  too  much. 
B.W. — Your  husband  says.  Those  who  are  not  with  me  are 
against  me.  Do  not  let  anyone  hurt  you  in  the  doing  of  it. 
It  is  your  work,  for  you  to  do,  a  sort  of  pioneer  over  a  desert 
waste.  'R.'  and  'A.L.'  and  others  like  them,  are  using  all 
channels  to  try  to  open  the  minds  of  different  leaders  of 
different  countries,  instead  of  having  silly  little  political  groups 
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who  imperil  peace.  They  are  working  towards  peace.  They 
feel  they  have  in  you  a  means  of  helping  people  to  realize  this.' 
H.M.S — You  do  not  see  war?  [This  was  in  July,  1954.] 
B.W. — No.  I  do  think  that  the  time  will  come,  and  soon, 
when  America  must  recognize  China. 
H.M.5.— Really? 

B.W. — Not  that  I  have  any  axe  to  grind.  It  is  not  my  idea, 
but  A.L.'s,  and  others.  China's  ideology  is  vastly  different 
from  Russia's.  Although  they  have  done  nothing  to  help 
America  to  believe  in  them,  they  have  an  entirely  different 
idea  from  Russia  of  communism.  Those  in  power  insist  that 
this  and  that  must  be  done;  but  fundamentally,  underneath, 
there  is  an  upsurging  China  that  is  against  all  war.  When 
you  come  to  the  end  of  this  century,  almost  at  the  beginning 
of  the  next,  China  will  overthrow  Russia  and  Japan,  and 
they  will  probably  embroil  the  East  in  controversy.  By  that 
time  China  and  America  will  have  come  together.  I  think 
that  will  bring  greater  peace  to  the  world.  A  new  age,  the 
aquarian,  the  atomic  age.  We  are  just  stepping  into  that.  It 
will  be  more  peaceful  for  the  generations  to  come.  If  I  could, 
and  they  had  the  chance,  they  would  like  to  discuss  all  sorts 
of  things  like  that  with  you.  [Mr.  Lincoln  said  almost  this 
same  thing  at  Miss  Smith's  seance.] 

B.W. — They  have  been  very  close  to  you  since  you  have  been 
writing  the  book.  They  want  to  say,  they  will  be  with  you  to 
see  it  through.  They  will  see  the  whole  thing  published,  and 
the  world  will  read  it;  no  matter  what  criticisms  are  poked 
at  it,  they  will  be  there  with  you,  laughing  at  them.  [Now 
followed  a  most  interesting  message  from  Abdul,  which  I 
will  quote  in  part.] 

Abdul  asks:  You  have  heard  a  lot  about  flying  saucers? 
H.M.S.—  Wq  have  indeed! 

B.W. — Abdul  is  wanting  you  to  know  there  is  something 
more  in  it  than  that.  This  man  read  the  portents  in  the 
heavens.  They  understood  indications  of  the  planets — not 
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astrology  as  taught  nowadays.  He  says,  the  recent  manifesta- 
tions of  these  things  called  flying  saucers  are  some  spiritual 
effort  to  make  men  see  there  is  a  power  beyond  this  world. 
You  do  not  hear  of  them  destroying  life  or  hurting  anything 
in  the  skies.  It  is  a  spiritual  force  being  used  to  help  man  to 
understand  that  the  power  of  spirit  is  stronger  than  anything 
he  knows  of.  They  are  wanting  to  make  man  look  up  instead 
of  down.  Anyhow,  you  can  use  that  information  by  watching 
what  happens  in  the  next  year  or  two.  There  will  be  many 
charlatans,  much  nonsense,  but  behind  it  there  is  a  living 
reality. 

[After  a  long  message  from  my  husband,  about  many 
things,  he  asked  me  not  to  be  troubled  about  what  people 
on  earth  say  concerning  the  book.]  He  knows  what  you  are 
doing  is  of  great  value.  In  ten  years  time  it  will  be  of  greater 
value  than  today. 

B.W. — It  is  all  on  the  up  and  up.  A.L.  is  in  it,  too.  He  comes 
with  courteous  love  and  affection.  He  touches  your  cheek 
with  his  hand.  I  am  certain  that  he  and  your  husband  are 
great  friends. 

H.M.S. — I  am  so  glad  of  that. 
Frederick — I  sit  at  his  feet. 

B.W. — I  think  A.L.  has  gained  great  wisdom  and  understand- 
ing He  had  great  psychic  ability  on  earth.  He  is  confident 
of  the  success  of  what  you  and  the  group  have  been  doing 
together. 

B.W. — Silver  Birch  has  come  here  this  morning,  He  sends  his 
greetings  to  you  here  today,  he  thanks  you  for  your  good 
wishes,  and  he  wants  you  to  know  his  blessing  is  on  your 
work. 

H.M.S. — I  feel  you  sometimes  at  our  meetings.  I  wondered 
if  you  were  one  of  us. 

B.W. — He  says  he  is  one  with  all  who  seek  to  serve  mankind. 
I  am  sure  you  would  feel  him  there  in  your  group  at  times. 
Many  love  the  man  Silver  Birch;  he  is  more  than  just  an 
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Indian  man;  he  comes  in  that  guise.  The  man  behind  it  is 
sometimes  near  your  band.  As  he  is  sometimes  with  many 
who  have  a  great  message  to  bring  to  the  people.  Remember, 
these  things  are  Uke  a  pebble  thrown  into  a  lake,  making 
wider  and  wider  encircling  lines.  What  you  write  will  be 
read  and  read  and  passed  on  and  on,  as  the  circles  widen. 
Christ  was  but  one  man  when  he  lived  on  earth;  what  He 
said  and  did  in  His  mission  is  the  only  thing  in  the  whole 
world  that  is  of  use  to  man.  Although  you  have  spent  many 
years  on  earth,  the  next  two  or  three  years  will  prove  to  you 
the  wonder  of  this  spiritual  fellowship  that  is  yours. 
H.MS. — Thank  you,  thank  you. 

B.W. — I  have  said,  when  you  have  been  here  before,  there 
will  be  many  ignorant  ones  who  will  wish  to  throw  stones. 
This  that  you  will  do  will  be  worth  so  much  to  the  people  of 
the  country  where  you  live.  You  may  not  see  the  fruits  of 
it  here,  but  later,  in  the  other  world,  you  will  see  how  that 
book  brings  comfort  and  a  wider  horizon  of  thought  to  many 
people.  You  will  be  able  to  go  and  see  the  comfort  coming 
to  people,  years  and  years  after  you  have  gone  to  join  that 
throng. 

Some  people,  who  have  wasted  their  gifts  or  have  not  put 
them  to  the  right  use,  see  the  evil  that  has  been  done  by 
their  work  long  after  they  have  gone  to  the  spirit  world.  Many, 
many  of  these  souls  have  had  a  hand  in  writing  this  book. 
Many  have  written  part  of  a  chapter,  and  others  have  followed 
on,  so  it  is  a  group  book. 

H.M.S. — A  composite  work,  I  call  it.  I  thmk  Mr.  Lincoln 
has  had  a  great  deal  to  do  with  it. 

B.W. — He  had  a  great  knowledge  of  psychic  power  before  he 
passed  to  spirit.  He  himself  was  a  psychic.  You  know,  the 
chapter  about  that  is  going  to  sell  that  book.  He  used  to  be 
guided  by  the  spirit  world  when  he  was  in  office  as  President 
of  your  country.  And  it  is  because,  since  passing,  he  has 
gained  greater  understanding  of  the  means  of  communication 
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between  his  world  and  yours  that  the  times  demand  this  be 
used. 

I  think  all  the  Presidents  of  the  past  of  your  country  are 
here,  interested  in  this.  There  has  been  great  concern  over 
statesmanship.  They  are  working  close  to  earth,  because  so 
many  might  have  put  the  world  in  jeopardy.  They  have  not 
the  diplomacy  to  see  behind  some  of  the  things  they  so  very 
worthily  try  to  work  out.  There  are  many  of  the  past  great 
people  v/ho  are  working  with  your  country  to  bring  it,  as  they 
are  doing,  into  a  period  of  peace  and  growth — spiritual 
growth — and  you  are  one  of  the  pioneers  for  this  band.  With 
this  great  company  there  is  much  joy.  You  have  done  this 
for  them,  and  you  have  no  axe  to  grind. 

[Now  followed  a  picture  of  what  my  life  would  be  after 
the  book  is  published.  They  want  me  to  make  notes  of  certain 
things  about  Christianity  and  about  Spiritualism.  They  warned 
me  I  would  have  hundreds  of  letters,  hundreds  of  appeals. 
Some  I  would  discard.  I  would  write  certain  articles  regarding 
this  book  and  my  own  experiences.  I  would  make  a  lot  of 
new  friends,  the  kind  of  people  who  think.] 
H.M.S. — An  interesting  future  for  my  old  age.   Will  you 
help  me?  I  am  sure  I  will  not  be  able  to  do  all  this  alone. 
B.W. — No  doubt  about  it!  I  hear  A.L.  say  this:  The  flag  of 
life  is  never  furled;  it  only  taketh  wider  range.'  That  is  the 
note  on  which  he  ends  and  steps  back. 
H.M.S. — Thank  you. 

B.W. — Here,  then,  is  the  plan  you  have  specially  been  born 
to  carry  out.  We  all  have  our  special  plan,  our  special  work 
to  do.  Some  of  us  are  so  bound  by  environment  and  limita- 
tions that  we  cannot  do  it  the  first  time,  and  we  come  back 
to  try  again.  But  we  are  not  bound  to  come  back.  You  have 
specially  come  back  at  this  period  to  do  that  which  you 
have  been  doing  recently. 
H.M.S. — I  started  late  in  life. 
B.W. — I  think  you  had  to  have  your  worldly  experiences.  I 
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think  ycu  had  to  be  mellowed:  I  think  you  had  to  perceive. 

You  could  not  do  that  in  adolescence  or  your  twenties,  or  in 

your  thirties,  when  you  were  taken  up  with  the  ordinary 

environment  of  life  and  its  social  difficulties.  But  when  you 

had  become  mellowed,  and  tested,  that  was  the  time  to  do  the 

job.  You  have  had  a  full  life. 

H.M.S. — Yes,  I  have  had  a  very  interesting  life. 

B.W. — You  have  been  able  to  meet  people,  teach  people, 

understand  all  kinds  of  people;  all  for  a  purpose.  It  was  part 

of  the  plan.  You  could  not  have  done  it  if  you  had  not  lived 

your  full  fourscore  years  of  life. 

[Bill  Wooten  now  spoke  of  Abdul's  interest  in  astrological 
lore.  He  said  the  solar  system  we  know  is  one  of  millions  they 
know  about.  Our  sun  which  gives  us  life  without  which  we 
could  not  live  is  one  of  millions  of  suns.  The  solar  system 
that  we  know,  with  the  planets  that  help  to  keep  earth  in 
space,  is  one  of  the  lesser  spheres  of  life. 
H.M.S.- — Are  there  other  worlds  like  this? 
B.W. — Yes.  but  not  material  worlds.  That  is  why  Abdul  says, 
'Eternity  is  a  great  school  of  life.  There  is  much  room  to 
study  in.' 

[This  was  my  fourth  sitting  with  Mrs.  Bailey  a  most  con- 
genial medium,  and  I  seem  to  get  very  close  to  my  own  dear 
family.  1  never  cease  to  be  surprised  at  the  interest  they  take 
in  our  daily  lives,  for  often  when  I  went  shopping  in  London, 
Mother  would  speak  of  some  of  the  things  I  had  bought.] 

[Abdul  gave  me  an  unusually  long  message,  and  he  spoke 
to  me  directly  which  is  very  unusual,  and  delights  my  soul. 
Dear  friendly  Sandy  came  next  with  an  informative  message 
from  Mr.  Lincoln.] 

Sandy — There  are  a  galaxy  of  men  here,  great,  and  noble, 
and  fine  in  their  day.  They  all  fought  for  freedom.  None 
greater  than  Lincoln.  He  only  wanted  to  help  people  to 
b^ve  freedom  and  liberty.  He  stands  there  right  behind  ye 
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with  one  hand  on  your  shoulder.  He  wants  ye  to  know  he 
is  proud  of  ye,  is  glad  ye  have  been  able  to  receive  him  in 
the  way  ye  have.  His  message  is  going  to  get  over.  It  is  going 
to  be  another  Gettysburg!  He  thinks  he  will  reach  many 
minds.  His  mother  spoke  to  him  in  the  White  House,  when 
they  held  seances  there.  It  was  lighted  by  the  spirit  people. 
The  people  on  earth  tried  to  conceal  it,  while  he  was  there, 
working  in  the  White  House. 

H.M.S. — Is  there  anything  we  can  do  for  Russia,  bring  some- 
thing of  the  truth  to  her? 

Sandy — Russia,  you  know,  is  having  a  bad  time.  The  Chinese 
have  a  different  ideology  from  the  Russians.  They  have  had 
to  get  out  of  the  subjection  of  centuries.  They  had  been 
serfs  too  long.  The  wrong  kind  of  people  got  into  power.  But 
they  arc  not  going  to  stay  in  power.  The  Russians  are  all 
right,  but  badly  led,  as  the  Germans  were.  They  do  not  want 
that  kind  of  thing,  but  must  have  it  so  their  souls  can  grow. 
It  will  be  only  at  the  end  of  the  century  that  they  will  have 
a  show-down. 

Lincoln  thinks  they  are  doing  a  great  deal  of  harm,  making 
people  think  they  want  war.  Lincoln  says  people  should 
realize  that  they  do  not  want  war  and  will  not  make  it,  but 
they  want  to  make  the  big  powers  think  that  they  do.  I  do 
not  think  that  America,  or  Britain,  has  quite  got  her  thumb 
on  understanding  these  people.  The  Russians  are  only  just 
becoming  educated.  They  were  kept  under  the  thumb  of  their 
masters,  the  Tsars,  with  no  education.  Nor  had  the  Chinese 
— only  the  moneyed  ones.  That  cannot  go  on  forever.  Out 
of  it  all  they  are  having  a  bad  time,  even  more  than  we  are. 
But  it  will  not  be  until  the  end  of  this  century  that  there  will 
be  anything  like  a  real  war.  Even  then,  it  could  be  averted. 
China  will  overcome  Russia  and  Japan.  America's  greatest 
difficulty,  says  Lincoln,  is  the  Central  American  States,  and 
Brazil.  They  are  jealous.  It  is  the  same  idea:  Those  who  think 
they  have  not  as  much  as  the  big  countries,  want  to  grasp 
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more.  It  was  the  same  when  Britain  was  the  power  of  the 
world.  Now  America  is.  Everybody  wants  to  grasp  from  her. 
But  America  will  not  fall. 

[On  July  9th,  I  had  my  last  sitting  with  Mrs.  Bailey.  I 
knew  how  much  I  would  miss  her  when  I  returned  home, 
for  she  had  brought  to  me  so  much  that  is  rich  in  love,  and 
the  unfoldment  of  many  mysteries  so  precious  to  remember. 
Fortunately  Miss  Vera  Staff,  my  note-taker,  preserved  them 
for  me  so  that  I  can  read  them  over  and  over  again.] 
Bill  Wooten — Think  of  yourself  as  a  lighthouse  on  a  rock- 
bound  coast,  giving  light  and  assistance  to  souls  on  our  side 
who  are  nearer  to  earth,  limited  and  frustrated  in  the  darkness 
of  the  soul's  ignorance.  Because  you  are  on  earth,  your  band 
can  do  more  to  help  the  earthly  plane  than  they  could  if 
you  were  on  our  side  of  life.  This  is  your  purpose  here,  to 
give  light  in  the  darkness,  to  people  sometimes  uneducated, 
sometimes  to  great  minds,  great  intellects,  still  unawakenec/ 
to  the  truth  of  life.  Through  you,  their  friend,  the  truth  can 
reach  them,  through  the  rays  of  your  lighthouse. 

Lincoln  is  still  here.  He  walks  about  with  his  hands  behind 
his  back.  He  does  this  [the  medium  was  made  to  hold  her 
chin  in  her  hand]  now  and  then.  He  comes  to  you,  he  only 
wants  you  to  know  he  is  here.  He  is  glad  to  have  this  link 
with  you.  He  is  terrifically  interested  in  what  is  happening 
in  the  world.  He  is  full  of  exhilaration,  because  things  are 
gradually  improving,  becoming  more  free — the  freedom  that 
he  fought  for,  died  for.  That  is  his  rhythm.  This  freedom  must 
come  to  the  world;  nations  must  not  be  held  in  bondage. 
Certain  countries  will  deplore  the  fact  that  they  have  to  let 
go,  but  it  is  bound  to  come,  the  freedom  from  slavery,  from 
the  thraldom  of  other  nations. 
H.M.S. — Will  they  not  have  to  control  Russia? 
B.W. — He  has  no  feaf  of  Russia.  How  intensely  he  wishes 
that  fear  could  leave  the  minds  of  governments!  No  country 
wants  v/ar — not  a  world  war.  Russia  has  tried  her  strength 
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here  and  there,  but  today  she  is  wanting  to  go  back  into 
her  shell  without  losing  face.  Asia,  India,  are  unpredictable. 
All  Asia  is  unpredictable.  Russia  is  afraid  to  lose  face  with 
China,  because  she  knows  China  is  constantly  gathering  her 
strength.  There  is  no  fear  of  war  necessary  today,  although 
he  believes  that  America  and  Britain  must  be  strong,  and 
must  be  strongly  armoured.  They  must  show  strength;  it 
would  not  be  right  not  to.  France  is  growing  stronger;  in  a 
few  years  she  will  overcome  many  difficulties.  Rot  must  be 
stopped,  and  she  is  stopping  it.  France  is  a  strong  country. 
She  has  been  through  a  period  of  great  stress,  but  with  a 
strong  France,  America,  and  Britain  there  will  be  no  wars. 
Isolation  would  be  fatal. 

Lincoln  wants  to  take  your  hand  [medium  holds  out  her 
hand].  With  the  basic  foundation  you  have  given  to  him,  and 
to  hundreds  of  others,  he  has  been  able  to  work  closer  to 
earth.  There  are  two  Roosevelts  here. 
HM.S. — Theodore  and  Franklin? 

B.W, — Both  are  deeply  in  this,  with  Lincoln,  and  with  other 
great  people.  This  is  the  point;  they  are  interested  in  America, 
in  the  work.  They  are  coming  wherever  they  can  congregate 
together  to  impress  the  minds  of  men.  You  are  their  devoted 
instrument.  Do  not  doubt  it.  Lincoln  pats  you — I  see  his 
lean,  long  face. 

He  is  a  very  humble  soul;  the  humility  is  still  there.  He 
wishes  he  could  have  done  more,  that  is  his  answer.  But  he 
really  had  a  wonderful  life.  He  had  to  experience  the  very 
lowest  standard  of  living,  to  be  able  to  understand  the  whole 
panorama  of  living.  He  seems  to  have  encompassed  it  all  in 
his  way  of  life  on  earth,  for  a  purpose.  That  has  given  him 
from  the  spirit  side  of  life  tremendous  spiritual  wealth. 

He  has  a  power  in  this  other  dimension,  and  he  can  wield 
this  power.  Once  a  man  thinks  about  this  life,  he  can  help 
such  a  man.  That  is  why  the  book  is  necessary.  He  can  open 
the  eyes  of  men.  Our  great  Churchill  himself  is  intereste4  in 
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this  subject.  I  know,  because  1  have  spoken  to  him.  So  Lin- 
coln can  teach  the  minds  of  men  that  are  open  to  the  thought. 
He  wants  only  to  impinge  his  mental  power  on  the  earth  so 
as  to  open  their  aura,  to  bring  greater  power  to  them,  and  to 
the  world. 

H.M.S. — How  we  all  do  love  him! 

B.W. — There  is  great  gratitude  to  you,  because  you  have 
made  this  possible.  Without  you  they  could  not  do  what  has 
been  done.  The  world  is  full  of  people  of  affluence  and  gifts. 
How  many  use  them?  How  many  would  stand  and  allow 
people  to  revile  them  for  an  ideal.  You  have  dared  to  be  a 
Daniel,  God  bless  you!  The  result  of  your  labors  will  be  seen 
many  years  after  you  have  passed  away.  It  is  not  only  for 
today,  but  for  the  thousands  yet  unborn.  It  is  a  real  seed 
which  will  bear  fruit  in  the  years  to  come. 
May  the  peace  of  the  spirit  go  with  us  all. 


( 


Chapter  16 

PREDICTIONS 
FOR  A  BETTER  WORLD 


1  RETURNED  to  Londoii  in  1954,  and  my  last  two  sittings  in 
that  year  were  with  Miss  Thirza  Smith.  At  the  first  of 
these  the  medium  asked  me  for  some  article  belonging  to  me 
which  she  could  hold  to  help  establish  a  psychic  link.  I  gave 
her  a  gold  bracelet,  a  present  from  my  husband,  which  I  had 
worn  for  many  years.  Then  followed  a  pause  while  the  medi- 
um went  under  control. 

Entity — I  am  speaking  to  you  whom  I  feel  to  be  so  closely 
my  ally  upon  the  earth.  I  know  you  know  who  I  am,  for  I 
have  come  so  often  to  you  in  the  quietness  of  your  own  heart. 
I  feel  you  were  in  need  of  me.  For  you  to  travel  so  far  brings 
a  closer  link,  and  I  want  to  thank  you  for  allowing  us  on  this 
side  to  use  you.  We  are  getting  on  with  the  work  magnifi- 
cently and  making  the  world  a  better  place,  I  hope.  The  words 
that  are  coming  through  you  are  flowing  at  a  greater  pace. 
You  will  spread  forth  these  words  for  us  so  that  they  will  be 
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in  the  hands  of  many,  not  only  in  the  hands,  but  in  the  hearts 
and  in  the  minds  of  people. 

We  chose  you  some  time  ago  to  do  this  work  for  us,  and 
you  have  done  it  faithfully  and  truly.  We  are  anxious  you 
should  go  still  further  forward.  You  have  given  your  heart 
and  hands  and  mind,  but  we  are  never  satisfied.  We  are  fight- 
ing even  now  so  that  our  words  of  truth  shall  be  liberated, 
even  as  I  fought  for  the  liberation  of  souls  that  were  in  a  liv- 
ing purgatory.  The  great  time  of  the  evolution  of  the  spirit  is 
near  at  hand  for  many  of  the  souls  in  our  own  country.  Such 
times  have  never  been  seen  in  the  past.  Such  a  future  awaits 
our  own  country!  It  is  destined  to  be  a  leading  spiritual  power. 
It  is  being  stirred  up,  and  the  whole  world  is  being  stirred  up, 
for  it  is  passing  through  a  great  stage  of  its  life. 
H.M.S. — Will  you  give  me  your  name,  please — just  for  the 
record? 

A.L. — I  am  Abraham  Lincoln — one  of  the  pioneers  of  the 
past,  still  a  fighter  for  truth,  for  liberty  and  peace,  and  for  the 
poor  souls  who  have  had  to  fight  for  themselves  in  ignorance, 
in  poverty,  in  distress.  Thank  God  these  things  are  being  elim- 
inated, even  if  it  is  only  a  small  beginning.  There  are  souls 
living  today  who  will  see  a  finer  America,  a  finer  country  than 
ever.  It  is  time,  it  is  time  that  these  things  should  be  brought 
to  pass! 

H.M.S. — Are  you  pleased  with  what  we  have  written  about 
you  in  the  book,  about  your  psychic  life  in  Washington? 
A.L. — I  am  more  than  pleased.  I  tried  to  express  that  thought 
to  you  when  I  said  you  were  giving  out  my  truths  which  I  had 
given  you.  I  have  been  the  source  of  most  of  your  book.  I  have 
truly  brought  some  of  my  own  self  to  it.  And  I  have  done  it 
for  this  reason:  we  are  now  laying  the  foundation,  and  we 
are  bonded  together  for  this  great  truth  that  you  are  spread- 
ing, not  only  to  America  but  to  the  whole  world.  For  your 
book  will  go  forward  and  bring  many  new  souls  to  our  way 
of  thinking. 
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It  is  a  long  time  ago  since  I  fought  for  this.  I  was  just  an 
ordinary  man,  and  I  too  knew  what  it  was  to  suffer.  I  knew 
what  it  meant  to  fight  to  live.  Great  things  perhaps  came  into 
my  life,  but  even  I  was  not  allowed  to  accomplish  all  things, 
though  I  began  to  fulfill  some  of  my  ideas.  What  a  surprise 
you  had  in  life  when  you  first  found  me!  You  could  hardly 
believe  it  was  true.  Have  I  not  given  you  the  proofs,  time  and 
again? 

H.M.S. — You  have  indeed!  And  I  believe  it  now. 
A.L. — We  have  a  profound  truth  here.  It  is  not  upon  great 
ideas  but  upon  the  simple  truths  that  you  find  the  indwelling 
of  the  real  character.  It  is  in  one's  own  heart  that  God  brings 
forward  those  truths — the  simple  thought,  the  little  gestures 
you  meet  with  day  by  day,  the  smiles,  the  little  kindnesses 
that  go  from  one  to  another.  I  am  like  yourself,  the  same  type. 
I  am  not  a  high  personage.  They  are  not  wanted,  high  per- 
sonages today.  It  is  the  true  selves  that  are  needed.  And  I  can 
teU  you,  in  the  new  world  which  is  passing  through  its  birth 
pangs  there  are  many  living  souls  of  like  character  who  are 
working  for  simplicity  and  truth.  It  is  the  humble  beginners 
who  see  in  a  great  manner.  Those  who  are  blinded  are  those 
who  see  only  the  glitter  of  life.  But  God  does  not  allow  mil- 
lions of  souls  to  come  to  dwell  on  the  earth  plane  without  the 
guidance  of  some  of  His  own  souls.  Evil  can  over^A'eigh  the 
good — but  the  good,  even  though  it  be  small,  can  be  heavy, 
too,  and  balance  the  scales. 

There  are  many  great  souls  wandering  today  in  the  shoes 
of  babes,  and  this  world  will  be  a  different  world.  The  begin- 
nings will  show  before  this  next  decade  is  over.  There  will  be 
a  greater  unity.  You  can  see  it  shape  before  your  eyes,  the 
pulling  down  of  the  old  buildings  and  the  restorations  of  the 
old  foundations,  which  will  help  bring  the  whole  of  the 
spheres  into  unity.  What  a  world  it  will  become!  I  was  the 
common  man,  who  used  to  sit  and  think.  As  a  hungry  boy  I 
wanted  to  do  great  things  with  my  mind.  I  met  sadness,  dis- 
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appointment.  I  passed  through  my  great  examination  in  life 
so  that  I  could  thoroughly  quell  my  own  spirit  and  demand 
of  it  what  I  would.  That  is  one  of  the  greatest  starts  a  human 
can  have — the  conquering  of  himself.  For  in  the  conquering 
of  self  the  greatnesses  of  humanity  can  show  through  the 
humble  flesh. 

I  am  just  a  plain  person,  but  I  have  gained  a  wonderful 
insight  into  all  souls.  I  can  feel  even  now  the  suffering  of  those 
people  for  whom  I  fought.  I  can  realize,  too,  the  beauty  of  it 
and  the  happiness  of  it  when  one  realizes  he  is  slowly  being 
lifted  up  to  the  level  of  all  souls.  And  time,  too.  Time  hath 
no  measure  here,  as  you  would  count  it,  but  time  brings  forth 
all  things  to  truth  and  reality.  We  are  determined  that  you 
shall  send  forth  our  work  to  the  world.  It  is  essential.  It  is  part 
of  the  work  you  are  here  for.  It  is  the  great  ideal  the  world  is 
looking  for.  It  wants  truth,  the  truth  of  reality.  Man  has 
stumbled  so  much  in  the  past,  but  if  he  receives  the  real  truth 
how  can  he  pass  it  by? 

H.M.S. — I  think  people  are  going  to  read  this  book  because 
there  is  so  much  of  you  in  it. 

A.L. — They  will  find  in  the  book  the  real  Abraham  Lincoln, 
because  they  will  find  in  it  the  simple  ideas  I  tried  to  prove 
when  I  was  young,  as  I  grew  up,  and  even  to  the  day  when 
I  passed  from  earth  so  quickly.  Did  I  not  work  with  all  my 
heart,  with  all  my  soul,  to  improve  the  lot  of  my  fellow  beings? 
H.M.S, — Please  tell  me  something  about  your  psychic  life 
in  Washington. 

A.L. — I  always  had  an  inner  feeling  of  the  reality  of  life. 
People  may  have  thought  it  was  foolish  to  tamper  with  things 
in  spirit.  I  did  not  need  to  tamper.  /  knew.  It  was  interesting 
to  find  there  were  other  people  with  the  same  ideas.  It  was  a 
great  joy  to  me  to  know  that  in  the  beyond  there  would  be  a 
fulfillment  of  these  ideas.  I  should  never  have  been  able  to  ac- 
complish the  things  I  did  had  not  an  inner  conviction  been 
given  me.  I  had  no  power  of  myself.  But  I  had  powers  within 
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which  showed  me  the  way  and  helped  me  to  reach  out  and 
find  the  truth,  and  gave  me  the  courage  to  fight  all  the  way 
for  those  things  in  life  I  held  most  dear. 

Read  the  pages  of  history,  and  you  will  find  that  all  the 
psychic  forces  of  the  great  leaders  were  put  into  use  in  earth 
life,  physical  life,  long  before  they  entered  into  spirit.  Get 
each  person  to  use  his  heart  and  mind,  to  seek  for  himself 
things  within  himself.  For  once  he  starts  delving  into  the  truth 
of  reality  he  cannot  help  but  go  on.  Those  who  have  security 
in  their  lives  must  have  the  power  to  perceive  the  true  way,  so 
that  they  can  help  other  people.  Could  I,  a  humble  soul,  have 
had  the  power  to  help  these  people?  Many  times  I  was  given 
truths  from  the  spirit  world,  the  greater  truths,  the  help  I 
needed  so  much  in  my  difficult  task.  When  you  have  to  turn 
the  wheel  of  life,  remember  that  it  is  turned  only  by  the  con- 
trol of  the  higher  spirit  within.  The  ordinary,  simple  people 
must  have  the  capability  of  understanding  life  in  all  its  force, 
understanding  the  human  heart.  Such  an  one  you  have  today 
in  this  country,  striving  to  help  those  people.  Such  an  one 
most  of  the  leaders  of  the  world  have  been. 
H.M.S. — Do  you  mean  Mr.  Eisenhower? 
A.L. — I  mean  one  from  this  country,  Churchill.  A  great  psy- 
chic force,  a  great  leader,  and  a  powerful  mind.  Eisenhower, 
too,  is  a  man  who  will  help  to  stand  the  world  upon  its  feet 
again  and  carry  forward  some  of  the  traditions.  But  there  will 
also  be  a  great  following  for  a  leader  who  will  come  in  the 
early  future.  He  will  take  his  stand.  I  am  speaking  of  the  time 
beyond  Eisenhower,  of  the  greater  leader  who  is  on  the  way 
for  the  Americas,  for  the  unity  of  the  whole.  There  will  be  a 
greater  unity  in  the  powers  of  this  world.  Eisenhower,  Chur- 
chill, and  one  or  two  other  leaders  trying  to  get  the  standard 
set. 

Have  no  fear,  even  though  you  may  see  the  whole  world 
being  turned  into  a  whirling  ball  of  what  I  call.  ...  It  is  like 
a  great  mass  of  struggling  to  us.  But  just  as  a  pot  has  to  boil 
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Up  and  then  soothe  itself,  the  new  life  that  is  coming  afresh, 
the  closer  building  up  of  the  world  today,  is  being  brought  to 
a  set  purpose.  You  will  know  one  day  why  all  this  trouble  has 
been.  The  future  races  will  be  on  the  plane  of  happiness  near- 
est to  our  own,  for  the  linking  then  of  the  whole  world  will 
be  with  other  spheres.  Remember,  this  is  the  greatest  moment 
in  the  world's  history,  for  as  I  sought  to  raise  the  standard  of 
the  ordinary  man,  so  is  the  world  reaching  up  to  that  standard 
for  whole  nations  to  reach  the  level  of  truth. 
H.M.S. — What  do  you  think  is  going  to  happen  to  commun- 
ism? To  Russia? 

A.L. — Russian  communism  was  a  seed  sown  many  years  ago. 
It  was  sown  because  of  the  wretchedness  of  the  human  souls 
who  dwelt  there.  Communism  grew,  but  out  of  it  came  hatred, 
spoiling  what  was  meant  to  be  a  brotherhood.  The  commun- 
ism you  have  seen  today  is  spreading  its  fangs  outward  to  all 
countries,  spreading  out  its  roots  far  and  wide  from  that  seed. 
Perhaps  you  wonder  why  it  has  been  allowed  to  become  such 
a  strong  plant?  It  has  got  to  come  to  fruition.  And  the  state 
of  world  upheaval  which  communism  is  causing  today  will 
bring  with  it — when  it  has  finished  its  purging — the  result 
I  earlier  spoke  to  you  about,  the  new  world.  The  communism 
of  today  will  die  a  natural  death.  But  the  spirit  part  of  com- 
munism is  growing,  for  it  will  bring  into  the  minds  of  all  men 
the  higher  level  of  life. 

A  time  will  come,  and  not  too  far  ahead,  when  mankind 
will  be  able  to  solve  some  of  their  jealousies.  Are  not  the 
races  mixing  together  as  a  forerunner  of  the  great  time  when 
brotherhood  will  come  into  being?  Men  are  understanding 
each  other.  Though  the  old  ideas  may  be  wiped  away,  the 
children  of  today  will  be  seeing  greater  things  than  their 
forefathers  ever  saw.  In  the  turn  of  the  years  there  will  be 
great  changes  manifested  upon  this  earth.  There  will  be 
brought  into  being  a  life  that  was  intended  to  be.  Do  not  fear, 
fpr  God  the  Creator  of  all  life,  has  the  power.  Each  soul  ou 
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the  earth  plane  has  got  to  learn  through  suffering  the  great 
lessons  of  the  spirit.  Do  not  forget  that  the  messengers  are 
already  here,  doing  their  work.  Do  not  forget,  however  much 
evil  there  is  in  the  world,  there  is  the  greater  love  enfolding 
it,  reaching  out  from  all  spheres  of  life,  penetrating,  inter- 
penetrating, everything  upon  the  earth,  even  the  earth  itself. 

I  have  felt  so  close  to  you  today.  I  feel  I  am  actually  here. 
It  is  a  great  thing  to  be  able  to  interpenetrate  the  human  mind, 
until  one's  own  is  able  to  function.  Blessed  be  our  country, 
for  it  will  shine  and  bring  forth  good  workers  in  its  time.  It  is 
a  creation  of  mixtures,  I  know.  And  those  simple  people  who 
tread  the  earth,  so  humble,  so  close  to  nature,  are  slowly 
reaching  an  evolution  their  forefathers  never  knew.  They  are 
now  beginning  to  see  and  to  reach  out  for  the  beauties  of  life. 
If  ever  you  saw  the  working  of  the  hand  of  God,  you  have 
seen  it  in  your  own  midst,  with  the  black  races  and  the  white 
races,  each  trying  to  help  the  other,  making  a  beginning  of 
the  truth  that  will  come  to  the  whole  world. 

I  must  leave  you.  I  have  loved  speaking  with  you.  I  shall 
always  watch  over  you,  and  guard  and  bless  you. 

Miss  Thirza  Smith  began  her  last  sitting  with  me  in  1954 
by  requesting  something  of  mine  to  hold  to  make  a  psychic 
link.  Speaking  of  trance,  she  said:  "Only  characters  that  are 
very  powerful  are  able  to  take  me  out  completely."  After  a 
little  conversation  she  went  into  a  deep  trance,  and  after  a 
pause  someone  began  to  speak.  Again  she  was  being  con- 
trolled by  Mr.  Lincoln,  and  from  that  moment  on  he  was  the 
sole  communicator.  This  in  itself  was  interesting,  as  he  is  the 
only  one  in  my  experience  with  mediums  who  has  ever  taken 
over  an  entire  seance  in  this  way. 

A.L. — Good  morning!  I  am  delighted  that  you  have  been  so 
much  with  me  during  this  period.  There  is  no  time  for  self, 
is  there?  We  have  no  time  for  self.  You  are  carrying  on  some 
of  the  greatest  work  I  have  built  up.  How  I  felt  the  power  of 
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these  things  rising  from  the  world,  the  world  which  has  been 
so  cruel  to  so  many  people  whose  souls  were  the  only  free- 
dom they  possessed!  Can  you  be  surprised  at  my  expressing 
today  the  wonderment  that  all  the  world  is  rising  to  its  perfect 
freedom? 

Can  you  wonder  what  it  means  to  us  to  see  the  work  being 
accomplished  which  seemed  so  very  futile  when  I  was  upon 
the  earth?  Can  you  see  the  glory  of  it  rising  up  to  us?  The 
people  are  being  brought  into  the  realization  of  the  truth — 
being  brought  at  last  to  feel  that  they  are  one  of  a  great  body 
of  brotherhood.  The  welding  is  slow,  but  it  will  be  sure.  And  it 
will  stand,  when  once  the  world  has  become  welded  together, 
one  mass  of  humanity,  realizing  the  truth  of  this  life.  It  will 
be  a  good  welding,  true  and  strong.  For  the  period  which  is 
before  them,  and  before  all  humanity,  will  at  last  link  the 
spheres  in  unity  again.  My  own  country  will  lead,  as  it  was 
destined  to  lead,  from  its  birth. 

And  you — I  chose  you,  for  we  are  together  in  one  way  of 
thought.  We  are  together  in  mind,  and  unify  the  power  be- 
tween us  for  the  good  of  others.  What  a  strange  thought  it 
seemed  to  you,  when  you  first  realized  the  truth  that  I  myself 
was  speaking  to  you.  How  many  times  did  I  hear  you,  feel 
your  thoughts,  as  you  would  say  to  yourself:  Tt  is  not!  It 
cannot  be!'  But  you  realized  it,  with  the  humbleness  of  heart 
that  I  myself,  were  the  positions  reversed,  would  have  felt. 
There  is  still  a  greater  work.  Do  not  think  you  have  ever 
finished!  For  out  of  small  beginnings  you  are  already  finding 
the  wider  field  to  work  upon.  And  this  work  will  spread.  It 
will  not  only  remain  in  our  country,  but  it  will  spread  forth, 
and  this  time  it  will  be  built  upon  the  rock  of  truth.  This 
knowledge  will  reach  out  and  reach  to  those  who  have  been 
prisoners,  perhaps  the  whole  of  their  lives.  I  would  have  you 
know,  already  the  truth  of  life  is  being  awakened  amongst 
the  whole  of  humanity,  each  generation  freeing  itself  of  its 
bonds,  each  nation  seeming  to  go  backward,  yet  rising  and 
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going  forward.  It  sounds  not  quite  right.  But  it  is  a  truth. 
What  is  happening  is  that  the  spirit  of  life  is  coming  into  its 
own  sphere.  We  are  working  all  the  time  to  rebuild  the  very 
foundations  of  the  old  world.  [At  this  point  I  asked  him  to 
give  me  his  name  for  the  sake  of  evidence.] 
A.L. — You  know  who  I  am.  I  am  Abraham  Lincoln.  I  think 
I  forgot  to  say  it,  because  you  are  my  own  instrument.  One 
forgets  the  name.  We  are  one  of  a  great  band,  not  a  small 
band,  but  we  have  divine  unity,  and  we  are  pledged,  you  in 
life  in  this  period,  pledged — as  I  was,  too — to  spreading  to 
the  whole  world  the  knowledge  of  rising  from  the  hardness 
and  the  hardfastnesses  of  life. 

All  of  us  who  give  ourselves  to  the  great  unification  of 
spirit  must  suffer  with  the  humbleness  of  a  child,  with  lone- 
liness, with  sincerity,  with  truth,  but  withal,  with  a  great  un- 
derstanding of  that  very  life  that  you  and  I,  and  all  creatures 
should  try  to  express — the  life  of  the  living  Creator  which 
was  given  to  each  one  of  us.  Love,  the  great  Creator  of  all 
life,  must  conquer  all  things,  until  even  death — there  will  be 
no  death.  For  love  conquers  all  things,  expresses  the  spirit 
throughout  all  life,  and  brings  into  realization  the  great  Cre- 
ator. Love  expressed  is  beautiful  in  our  spheres.  Now  it  is 
being  poured  through  to  you  at  a  great  rate,  bringing  with  it 
many  new  souls  who  will  build  up  your  world,  and  the  veil 
will  indeed  be  rent  asunder  between  the  spheres.  What  a  won- 
derful joy,  what  a  wonderful  peace,  what  a  wonderful  time, 
we  who  have  served  shall  cherish! 

The  nations  need  not  fear  all  this  that  is  happening.  Even 
the  great  nations  that  are  trying  to  cause,  or  seem  to  cause, 
trouble  in  the  whole  world  are  working  out  certain  proposi- 
tions that  must  be  worked  out.  It  is  through  the  breaking 
down  of  the  old  traditions  that  the  finer  life  will  come.  And 
I  who  w^as  dedicated  so  many  years  ago,  and  so  swiftly  came 
to  the  spirit  world  myself,  will  continue  to  serve,  until  the 
whole  of  this  is  accomplished.  People  of  today  may  discard 
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some  of  the  things  that  I  am  saying;  yet  they  will  learn  the 
truth  of  it  all.  Can  you  not  see  how  even  the  Master  Mind 
behind  all  life  is  breaking  down  the  old  thoughts,  the  old 
desires,  in  re-creation? 

It  is  the  work  that  we,  our  great  band,  are  working  upon 
today.  Russia  may  appear  to  be  succeeding  in  giving  out  its 
ideas,  but  it  has  sown  the  seeds  of  life  wrongly.  The  little 
branches  that  are  coming  up  will  bear  fruit.  But  the  new  seed 
of  life  that  will  come  from  that  fruit  will  be  grown  and  sown 
differently.  Already  that  vast  country  is  waking  up  to  the 
unity  of  the  two  worlds.  I  wonder  how  much  you  know  of 
that?  I  wonder  how  much  you  realize  that  the  people  who 
were  crushed  and  broken  throughout  the  years  have  deeper 
knowledge  of  the  reality  of  life  than  many  so-called  free 
countries.  They  work  in  secret  now.  But  they,  too,  are  work- 
ing with  us  in  spirit.  Bands  of  light  are  breaking  through  the 
various  sections  of  that  vast  country. 

You  will  hear  of  it  truly  one  day.  It  is  an  underground  work 
that  is  going  on.  And  the  people  are  of  a  deep-thinking  nation. 
But  they  have  so  much  to  bring  forward.  They  are  afraid  even 
now  of  the  things  they  do.  But  let  me  tell  you:  this  work  is 
spreading  its  forces  throughout  the  whole  of  Russia. 
H.M.S. — But  how  about  the  people,  who  are  being  annihilated 
without  trial,  and  suffering  so  frightfully — will  they  have  a 
chance  to  come  back  again? 

A.L. — I  will  tell  you  of  that.  All  the  people  who  suffer,  who 
have  a  terrific  passing  into  spirit  through  no  fault  of  their 
own,  have  the  chance  to  come  back.  They  also  bring  back 
a  spirit  that  will  have  a  higher  rate  of  vibration,  even  in  the 
physical  world,  because  they  bring  with  them  part  of  the  light 
of  this  spiritual  world.  Do  you  understand? 
H.M.S. — They  will  not  have  to  suffer  again? 
A.L. — There  will  be  no  suffering.  They  blend  now;  even  in 
our  own  country  they  blend  together  for  the  birth  of  the  new 
world.  Do  let  me  emphasize  that.  It  is  not  a  striving  of  nation 
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against  nation.  It  is  a  striving  of  nations,  each  one  individually 
rising  spiritually,  although  as  you  see  it,  is  seems  a  turmoil. 
It  is  the  working  within  of  the  re-creation  of  the  world  to  be. 
For  it  will  be  shaped.  True,  all  things  have  to  reach  a  certain 
level,  and  there  are  mistakes  of  decades  that  have  to  be  re- 
moved. Think  of  all  the  new  souls  that  are  coming  back,  from 
even  the  periods  before  our  suffering,  bringing  with  them  the 
memory  of  things,  so  that  they  have  a  wider  outlook! 

If  you  look  forward  and  backward  to  your  world,  you 
cannot  help  but  see  the  gradual  improvement  of  the  standard 
of  life.  Even  those  in  whom  I  took  the  greatest  interest  are 
awaking  to  a  higher  life.  Thank  God,  our  own  country  has 
at  last  achieved  and  given  its  freedom  to  its  people.  I  am 
proud  of  America!  I  have  worked,  not  only  on  earth,  but  with 
all  my  life  here,  spreading  these  things  that  meant  so  much 
to  me,  so  that  I  could  one  day  bring  the  full  realization  that 
all  men  are  equal,  all  men  of  one  birth,  of  one  Creator.  It 
does  not  matter  about  their  bodies,  what  their  colors  are.  It 
is  the  life  within,  which  is  of  the  great  Creator.  He  giveth  that 
life.  We  mortals  only  created  a  physical  counterpart  for  that 
spirit  to  dwell  in. 

I  think,  if  you  remember,  you  asked  me  whether  I  had 
communed  with  spirit  people.  I  certainly  did.  I  also  had  the 
greater  knowledge  of  that  life,  even  in  my  early  days.  It  was 
a  thing  that  in  those  years  people  would  have  hesitated  about. 
Yet  have  not  all  races  communed  with  spirit?  Even  those 
seemingly  ignorant  types  have  been  able  to  wrestle  with  the 
spirit,  and  have  been  able  to  do  all  things  strongly.  Witches! 
They  laugh.  How  all  were  thought  to  be  children  of  the  devil 
in  each  race!  And  yet  it  was  the  true  reality  of  life,  when 
they  knocked  upon  the  spirit  door.  If  men  in  the  future  could 
but  see  how  near  they  are  to  the  reality  of  life,  there  would 
be  no  striving  or  tearing  of  flesh,  or  ruinous  fighting.  There 
would  be  no  miseries,  if  they  used  their  thought  aright,  but 
there  would  be  greater  happiness. 
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I,  Abraham  Lincoln,  who  fought  slavery  in  all  its  ways,  say 
to  you  today:  The  world  will  reach  its  freedom.  It  will  have 
its  knowledge  of  life,  the  real  life  mankind  should  live,  the 
reality  of  all  life.  They  shall  be  bound  together  with  us,  they 
shall  walk  in  the  highways  and  the  byways  with  the  happy, 
light  heart  of  youth.  They  will  enjoy  all  things  of  the  Creator, 
for  He  gave  abundantly  to  all  men,  and  to  all  creatures. 
Every  living  thing  represents  part  of  the  life  of  the  Creator. 
Love  of  mankind,  love  of  all  creatures,  love — the  reigning 
theme  to  be  carried  out.  Truly  then,  there  shall  be  no  waiUng 
or  gnashing  of  teeth,  or  fighting  with  armies!  For  man  will 
use  his  inner  body,  and  will  travel,  even  in  the  flesh,  as  some 
of  his  forefathers  did,  before  the  whole  of  creation  began  to 
go  into  the  depths  for  its  renunciation. 

It  is  in  the  quietness  within  that  all  souls  reach  out  to  those 
who  are  here.  It  was  in  the  peace  of  your  own  soul  that  I  was 
able  to  manifest  myself.  Is  that  not  so? 
H.M.S.—Yts. 

A.L. — Do  I  not  now  daily  bring  some  thought  through  your 
mind? 

H.M.S. — You  bring  many  thoughts. 

A  .L. — Do  I  not  try  to  carry  out  my  promise  to  you,  since  the 
time  you  became  my  representative?  It  is  the  greatest  blessing 
in  the  whole  world  to  find  the  truth,  to  love  the  truth,  and  to 
manifest  the  reigning  part  of  life — ^love.  For  love  suffers,  love 
gives  its  all.  And  out  of  love  will  come  the  greatest  happiness 
mankind  shall  know.  Unity  of  the  greater  love  with  the  lesser 
love  of  mankind.  And  in  that  time,  then  shall  the  whole  world 
live  a  joyful  life,  live  and  bring  into  being  the  whole  of  life 
with  us.  For  there  shall  be  no  separation.  Take  heed,  you  who 
read  my  words.  Some  of  you  who  are  being  created  today 
will  be  seeing  these  things  come  to  pass.  Greater  love  cannot 
be  in  the  world  then  that  of  one  who  serves  his  brother.  God 
bless  you  all! 
H.M.S. — Thank  you  so  much! 
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A.L. — I  have  given  to  you  the  innermost  depths  of  my  feel- 
ings. I  have  tried  to  bring  fo  you  things  that  will  come  to  pass. 
You  are  representative  of  my  work  here.  Although  I  am  sup- 
posed to  have  been  dead  for  so  many  years,  I  am  still  alive  and 
working  hard  for  humanity,  for  those  who  need  to  be  lifted 
up.  The  Band  of  Light  shall  be  brought  upon  all  nations,  and 
this  nation  in  which  you  are  dwelling  at  the  moment,  will 
again  lead  itself,  for  its  work  is  still  deeper  in  spirit  than  any 
people  think. 

In  this  life  past  memories  are  very  vivid  at  times.  We  have 
a  greater  thinking  power.  We  have  a  way  of  living  and  serv- 
ing for  people  who  want  or  desire  to  work,  who  feel  they  must 
serve.  It  is  a  wonderful  life  when  you  create  all  things  for 
yourself,  as  we  do  here.  Twenty-five  years  hence  there  will  be 
much  change  going  on  in  your  world,  for  it  will  be  in  the 
midst  of  the  greater  life.  I  am  giving  you  this,  so  that  those 
who  follow  after  you  may  remember  my  words.  Out  of  the 
greatest  turmoil  the  world  has  ever  known  will  arise  the  life 
beautiful. 

Tell  them  that.  For  many  hearts  are  sad.  Tell  them,  above 
all  things,  there  is  no  death.  Give  to  the  world  the  news — 
there  is  no  death.  It  is  a  change  of  form,  a  change  of  living; 
but  a  wonderful  change,  and  a  blessed  reunion  with  those  to 
whom  you  are  bound,  with  your  friends  and  relatives.  But 
again  I  say,  bound  with  a  bond  of  love,  for  that  is  the  true 
relationship,  the  true  life,  and  brings  the  greatest  happiness 
to  mankind.  There  are  beings  higher  than  we,  celestial  beings, 
who  also  send  power  to  help  in  our  own  spheres  of  life.  One 
day  we  shall  be  together,  and  you  and  I  shall  work  again.  God 
bless  you!  You  shall  journey  forward  in  happiness  and  peace. 


BOOK  TWO 

THE    PSYCHIC    LIFE 
OF   ABRAHAM    LINCOLN 


ABRAHAM  LINCOLN  WALKS  AT  MIDNIGHT 

(In  Springfield,  Illinois) 

It  is  portentous,  and  a  thing  of  state 
That  here  at  midnight,  in  our  little  town, 
A  mourning  figure  walks,  and  will  not  rest, 
Near  the  old  court-house  pacing  up  and  down. 

Or  by  his  homestead,  or  in  shadowed  yards 
He  lingers  where  his  children  used  to  play; 
Or  through  the  market,  on  the  well-worn  stones 
He  stalks  until  the  dawn-stars  burn  away. 

A  bronzed,  lank  man!  His  suit  of  ancient  black, 
A  famous  high  top-hat  and  plain  worn  shawl 
Make  him  the  quaint  great  figure  that  men  love, 
The  prairie  lawyer,  master  of  us  all. 

He  cannot  sleep  upon  his  hillside  now. 
He  is  among  us — as  in  times  before! 
And  we  who  toss  and  lie  awake  for  long 
Breathe  deep,  and  start,  to  see  him  pass  the  door. 

His  head  is  bowed.  He  thinks  on  men  and  kings, 
Yea,  when  the  sick  world  cries,  how  can  he  sleep? 
Too  many  peasants  fight,  they  know  not  why, 
Too  many  homesteads  in  black  terror  weep. 

The  sins  of  all  the  war-lords  burn  his  heart. 
He  sees  the  dreadnaughts  scouring  every  main. 
He  carries  on  his  shawl-wrapped  shoulders  now 
The  bitterness,  the  folly  and  the  pain. 

He  cannot  rest  until  a  spirit-dawn 
Shall  come — the  shining  hope  of  Europe  free: 
The  league  of  sober  folk,  the  Workers'  Earth 
Bringing  long  peace  to  Cornland,  Alp,  and  Sea. 

It  breaks  his  heart  that  kings  must  murder  still. 
That  all  his  hours  of  travail  here  for  men 
Seem  yet  in  vain.  And  who  will  bring  white  peace 
That  he  may  sleep  upon  his  hill  again? 
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Chapter  1 

WAS  ABRAHAM  LINCOLN 
A  SPIRITUALIST? 


DESPITE  thousands  of  books  and  pamphlets  about  Lincoln 
which  contain  no  reference  either  to  his  interest  in  the 
widely  accepted  Spirituahst  movement  of  his  day,  nor  to  the 
amazing  nature  of  his  own  psychic  and  mystic  experiences, 
these  things  are  history.  They  could  not  be  denied  by  any  really 
open-minded  Lincoln  researcher.  There  is  available  a  wealth 
of  confirmation  of  these  statements,  substantiating  the  reports 
circulated  and  credited  during  his  lifetime  but  shrouded  now 
in  a  strange  mist  of  obscurity. 

I  can  imagine  no  explanation  of  the  silence  in  this  regard 
on  the  part  of  so  many  Lincoln  biographers,  unless  it  is  rooted 
in  a  general  tendency  to  deny  certain  facts  which  are  outside 
of  their  personal  experience.  Yet  they  might  well  be  convinced 
by  the  abundance  of  documentary  evidence  now  available. 

In  an  old  copy  of  The  Psychic  Observer  I  came  across  this 
statement: 
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"No  man,  without  any  exception,  has  had  his  interest  in  spirit  com- 
munication so  well  documented  as  has  Lincoln.  The  explanation  lies 
partly  in  the  utter  truthfulness  of  the  man,  his  religious  faculty  of 
plain  dealing,  and  the  number  of  men  and  women  who  were  present 
at  his  many  seances.  These  witnesses,  some  of  them  the  mediums 
concerned,  left  their  testimony  and  much  of  it  was  widely  printed  at 
the  time.  There  does  not  appear  to  be  any  record  of  Lincoln  having 
suffered  politically  because  of  his  seances,  by  which  it  must  be  taken 
that  his  age  was  more  tolerant  despite  the  violence  of  its  temper  in 
other  ways." 

These  findings  were  fully  confirmed  in  the  course  of  my 
own  research  undertaken  after  I  had  reluctantly  accepted  the 
assignment  to  write  this  book.  I  found  that  the  general  opin- 
ion during  Lincoln's  lifetime  was  that  he  was  deeply  interested 
in  all  types  of  psychic  phenomena.  Several  of  those  in  his 
fullest  confidence  were  even  convinced  that  he  also  sought  and 
followed  advice  from  the  other  side  when  he  was  deeply 
troubled  or  undecided  what  course  to  take.  There  is  a  great 
deal  of  authenticated  evidence  to  the  effect  that  a  young 
woman  medium  of  good  family  and  unquestionable  integrity 
played  a  vitally  important  role  in  Lincoln's  final  decision  to 
issue  the  Emancipation  Proclamation  which  figured  so  fate- 
fully  in  our  history. 

There  can  be  no  possible  doubt  that  Lincoln  was  present 
at  many  seances  before  his  election,  and  at  others  held  after- 
ward in  the  White  House.  He  is  also  known  to  have  attended 
a  number  of  sittings  in  Washington  outside  of  the  White 
House,  against  the  counsel  of  friends  who  were  equally  in- 
terested but  felt  that  this  was  inadvisable — especially  in  war 
time  when  they  feared  it  might  give  rise  to  unfortunate  criti- 
cism. However,  if  any  man  ever  suffered  from  cruelly  unjust 
criticism  that  man  was  Abraham  Lincoln,  and  I  doubt  if 
anyone's  disapproval  could  have  prevented  him  from  doing 
what  he  thought  was  right.  Had  he  lived  longer  he  might  have 
written  his  own  first-hand  account  of  his  extraordinary  psychic 
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experiences,  according  to  a  seance  message  I  received  from 
him  through  Mrs.  Lilian  Bailey  in  London  in  1953. 

Probably  one  of  the  most  evidential  bits  of  material  we  have 
concerning  Lincoln's  contact  with  mediums  is  an  attested 
item — the  copy  of  a  psychic  message  which  he  received  not 
long  after  he  became  President.  This  message  was  found 
among  the  documents  listed  by  Robert  Lincoln  when  his  per- 
sonal papers  were  opened  and  published  to  the  world  by  the 
Library  of  Congress.  It  was  accompanied  by  the  following 
note  dated  December  28,  1861:  "The  enclosed  communica- 
tion was  given  through  the  mediumship  of  J.  B.  Conklin,  599 
Broadway,  New  York,  this  P.M.,  with  a  request  that  it  be 
forwarded  to  his  excellency  A.  Lincoln." 

Received  in  mirror  writing,  the  message  read: 

"My  esteemed  and  best  earthly  friend,  you  will  no  doubt  be  surprised 

to  receive  this  from  me,  but  I,  like  millions  of  other  disembodied 

spirits,  feel  a  desire  to  convey  expressions  of  gratitude  and  hope  to 

earthly  friends.  I  am  not  dead.  I  still  live,  a  conscious  individual  with 

the  aspirations  and  interest  for  the  Union  still  alive.  I  experienced  a 

happy  reality  and  a  glorious  change  by  the  process  termed  death.  I 

could  communicate  with  you  personally,  if  not  now,  after  the  close 

of  your  official  term.  I  will  be  with  you  in  spirit  and  with  many  others 

impress  and  strengthen  you.  Man  lives  on  earth  to  live  elsewhere,  and 

that  elsewhere  is  ever-present.  Heaven  and  Hell  are  conditions  not 

locations.  c    r>  i     » 

E.  Baker 

It  is  a  matter  of  record  that  Lincoln  had  been  a  fairly 
regular  attendant  at  seances  given  by  this  J.  B.  Conklin  on 
his  trips  through  the  Middle  West.  He  was  a  remarkable  test 
medium  of  the  trance  type  and  after  the  sitting  Mr.  Lincoln 
usually  left  without  a  word.  But  that  he  was  deeply  impressed 
was  made  evident  to  others  present  by  his  serious  manner 
and  regular  attendance.  Most  of  the  tests  he  obtained  from 
Conklin  were  in  the  nature  of  replies  to  mental  questions. 
Lincoln  would  think  the  questions  instead  of  speaking  them, 
and  received  evidential  answers. 
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Lincoln  was  quite  frank  about  his  psychic  experiences  with 
mediums,  as  shown  by  an  interesting  incident  concerning 
Conklin,  which  has  been  attested  to  by  several  Lincoln  con- 
temporaries and  also  by  Dr.  W.  D.  Chesney  who  heard  it 
from  his  father.  The  elder  Chesney  was  one  of  the  future 
President's  earlier  friends  and  admirers.  He  read  law  in 
Lincoln's  office  around  1860,  and  for  a  long  time  afterward 
kept  a  voluminous  scrap-book  about  him.  In  later  years  his 
own  law  office  became  a  gathering  place  for  many  of  the  men 
who  had  known  Lincoln,  loved  him,  and  loved  to  talk  about 
him.  Growing  up  in  that  atmosphere,  the  boy  accepted  as 
indisputable  fact  the  stories  he  heard  of  Lincoln's  deep  interest 
in  what  was  then  known  only  as  "Spiritualism,"  and  as  a 
man  he  pursued  the  subject  farther.  In  addition  to  writing 
medical  articles  for  health  journals,  he  has  also  written  nu- 
merous accounts  of  Lincoln's  mystic  experiences.  Based  both 
on  his  own  early  memories  and  on  later  independent  research, 
these  were  printed  in  Chimes  and  other  psychic  publications. 

The  mentioned  incident  is  one  of  those  which  Dr.  Chesney 
has  confirmed  from  his  own  memory,  and  which  has  been 
thoroughly  checked  by  other  writers.  Some  time  before  Lin- 
coln's election  to  the  presidency  he  had  attended  a  number  of 
weekly  trance  seances  given  by  J.  B.  Conklin.  It  was  only 
after  the  election  was  over,  however,  that  Conklin  realized 
that  one  of  his  visitors  had  been  Abraham  Lincoln,  President- 
elect of  the  United  States.  Quite  understandably,  he  let  that 
startling  information  "reach"  the  press,  and  the  Cleveland 
Plain  Dealer  published  a  sensational  article  attacking  Lincoln 
as  a  "Spiritualist." 

His  comment,  after  being  shown  the  article,  was  character- 
istic of  that  great,  independent  spirit.  "The  only  falsehood 
in  the  statement,"  Mr.  Lincoln  said,  "is  that  the  half  of  it  has 
not  been  told.  This  article  does  not  begin  to  tell  the  wonder- 
ful things  I  have  witnessed!" 
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An  interesting  footnote  to  these  records  concerning  Conk- 
lin  is  supplied  by  Colonel  S.  P.  Kase  of  Philadelphia,  multi- 
millionaire railroad-builder  who  became  a  close  friend  of 
President  Lincoln.  The  statements  quoted  here  were  a  part  of 
those  given  to  a  representative  of  the  Beacon  Light  for  pub- 
lication in  her  paper,  after  she  had  asked  him  to  "leave  behind 
him  some  record  of  his  personal  knowledge  of  Mr.  Lincoln's 
belief  in  Spiritualism  and  the  guidance  which  the  President 
received  through  Spiritualistic  channels  during  the  stormy  and 
perplexing  days  of  the  Civil  War." 

Colonel  Kase's  statement  with  respect  to  seances  he  at- 
tended with  Mr.  Lincoln  will  be  found  in  another  chapter. 
This  is  the  story  of  his  first  meeting  with  the  President,  and 
his  experience  with  the  medium  Conklin:  "I  had  occasion  to 
visit  Washington  in  1862,  on  railroad  business.  Arriving  early 
in  the  morning,  I  took  a  walk  down  Pennsylvania  Avenue  to 
the  Capitol  grounds.  Passing  a  house  near  the  grounds,  where 
I  formerly  boarded,  I  saw  the  name  of  J.  B.  Conklin  on  the 
door.  I  knew  him  to  be  a  writing  medium,  and  I  felt  I  must 
enter  the  house,  which  I  did.  When  I  entered  Conklin's  room 
he  was  sitting  in  a  corner  and  was  in  the  act  of  sealing  a  letter. 
He  at  once  said,  'Mr.  Kase,  I  want  you  to  carry  this  letter  to 
the  President.  You  can  see  him  and  I  cannot.  You  must  take 
it  to  him,  otherwise  he  will  not  see  it.' 

"I  repUed,  T  cannot  take  your  letter  as  I  am  not  acquainted 
with  the  President.  I  am  on  important  business  and  want  to 
be  introduced  to  him  under  different  auspices  than  delivering 
a  letter  I  know  nothing  about.'  However,  my  mind  changed 
instantly.  I  said,  'I  will  go  if  you  will  go  along  too.  Give  me 
the  letter.' 

"All  this  time  Conklin  remained  in  an  abnormal  state.  We 
arrived  at  the  White  House  about  dusk,  I  rang  the  bell,  and 
the  servant  opened  the  door.  The  President  was  at  tea,  but 
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would  see  me  after  that.  When  we  had  entered  the  parlor, 
Conklin  repeated  'I  cannot  see  him,  you  can.' 

"Presently  the  servant  came  to  the  door  and  invited  me 
forward.  He  opened  the  door  of  the  President's  room  where 
the  President  was  coming  forward  to  meet  me,  but  as  he  saw 
me  he  drew  back,  apparently  a  little  frightened."  [It  might 
be  said  that  Colonel  Kase  was  a  perfect  image  of  George 
Washington,  and  his  resemblance  to  the  first  President  may 
have  forcibly  struck  Mr.  Lincoln.] 

"I  remarked.  This  is  the  President — Mr.  Lincoln — I  pre- 
sume.' He  hesitated,  but  finally  said,  'Yes.'  I  said,  'My  name 
is  S.  P.  Kase  of  Danville,  Pennsylvania.'  He  asked  me  to  be 
seated.  I  took  a  chair  one  side  of  the  table,  he  on  the  other, 
and  he  began  to  draw  me  out  about  Pennsylvania  and  the  con- 
dition of  things  there.  We  discussed  politics,  and  the  war 
question  for  half  an  hour,  and  I  found  him  very  affable  and 
agreeable. 

"Presently  I  handed  him  Conklin's  letter,  and  after  reading 
it  he  looked  at  me  and  said,  'What  does  this  mean?'  I  an- 
swered, 'I  do  not  know,  Mr.  President,  but  it  means  just  what 
it  says.' 

"He  again  read  it  over  to  himself  very  carefully,  and  said 
again,  'What  can  this  mean?  You  think  it  means  what  it  says, 
but  do  not  know  its  contents.  .  .  .  Well,  sir,  I  will  read  it  to 
you,'  which  he  did. 

"The  letter  read:  T  have  been  sent  from  the  City  of  New  York  by 
Spiritual  influence  to  confer  with  you  pertaining  to  the  interests  of 
the  Nation.  I  cannot  return  until  I  have  an  interview.  Please  appoint 
the  time.  Yours, 

J.  B.  Conklin' 

"The  President  turned  to  me  and  said,  'What  do  you  know 
of  Spiritualism?'  1  know  very  little,  sir,'  I  replied,  'but  what 
I  know  you  are  welcome  to.'  Mr.  Lincoln  seemed  much  in- 
terested in  the  narrative  of  my  experiences.  He  said,  'Tell 
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Conklin  I  will  see  him  from  nine  until  ten  o'clock  on  Sunday.' 
I  said,  Tlease,  Mr.  President,  write  him  a  letter,'  and  he  re- 
plied, 'Yes,  I  will  write  him  a  letter.' " 

What  transpired  on  that  Sunday  morning  we  do  not  know 
— but  shortly  after  Colonel  Kase's  first  talk  with  Lincoln  he 
met  the  Laurie  family  and  became  one  of  the  group  of  the 
President's  friends  who  frequently  attended  seances  at  which 
he  was  present,  and  attested  to  that  fact  freely  and  frankly. 

In  his  book.  Why  We  Love  Lincoln,  James  Creehnan,  a 
prominent  journalist  and  editor  around  the  turn  of  the  cen- 
tury, said: 

"In  the  upward  Teachings  of  Lincoln's  life  there  was  a  singular  mystic- 
ism that  sometimes  startles  one  who  contemplates  the  imperishable 
grandeur  of  his  place  in  history.  He  saw  omens  in  dreams  and  experi- 
mented with  the  ghostly  world  of  Spiritualism.  He  predicted  a  violent 
death  for  himself,  dreamed  of  his  own  assassination,  and  discussed 
the  matter  seriously,  and  gave  evidence  many  times  of  a  strange  emo- 
tional exaltation,  alternating  with  brooding  sadness  .  .  .  but  behind 
these  eccentricities  were  sanity,  conscience,  strength,  and  far-seeing 
penetrativeness." 

Some  time  before  this  another  editor,  on  a  leading  New 
York  newspaper,  had  written: 

"If  it  can  be  proved  that  Abraham  Lincoln  was  in  any  way  connected 
with  Spiritualism,  or  did  take  counsel  from  any  medium  at  a  time 
when  the  Nation's  weal  or  woe  hung  in  the  balance,  or  was  in  any 
manner  governed  by  such  counsel,  it  would  be  the  literary  event  of 
the  19th  Century  and  the  most  astonishing  statement  of  modern  times." 

I  cannot  hope  to  take  up  the  editor's  challenge  in  this  book. 
I  can  only  summarize  the  evidence  I  found  and  cite  some 
outstanding  cases  which  are  especially  interesting  or  impor- 
tant. These  suggest  that  a  background  of  proof  exists  for  chap- 
ters in  the  biographies  of  Abraham  Lincoln  which  still  re- 
main unwritten. 


Chapter  2 
WHITE  HOUSE  SEANCES 


ANY  ACCOUNT  of  Mr.  Lincoln's  extraordinary  psychic  and 
mystic  experiences  during  his  life  in  the  White  House 
will  involve  so  many  names  both  of  mediums  and  witnesses 
that  I  feel  I  should  mention  the  more  important  ones  here. 
This  will  avoid  confusion  later  when  they  are  referred  to  in 
connection  with  various  seances  or  personal  experiences.  One 
of  the  well  known  and  respected  mediums  of  the  day  was 
Warren  Case,  author  of  Forty  Years  on  the  Spiritual  Rostrum 
published  in  1888.  He  speaks  in  this  book  of  his  personal 
acquaintance  with  President  Lincoln,  and  on  page  ninety-six 
occurs  this  statement,  dated  January  1,  1865: 

"Lectured  in  Washington,  to  good  audience  and  with  success.  Met 
many  friends  in  Washington,  among  them  several  Mediums  who  were 
giving  private  sittings  to  President  Lincoln,  especially  Nettie  Colburn, 
now  Mrs.  Maynard,  formerly  of  White  Plains,  near  New  York  City; 
also  Colchester,  now  in  Spirit  life,  but  then  a  good  test  medium.  I 
mention  this  because  many  prejudiced  people  deny  that  Lincoln  was 
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a  Spiritualist,  and  I  know  he  was,  as  also  were  Senator  B.  F.  Wade, 
Henry  Wilson,  Senator  Howard  of  Michigan,  and  many  other  of  our 
prominent  public  men  of  that  time." 


Among  the  mediums  known  to  have  had  sittings  with 
Lincoln  were  Nettie  Colburn  (Maynard),  Charles  E. 
Schockle,  J.  B.  Conklin,  Thomas  G.  Foster,  Charles  Col- 
chester, Mrs.  Lucy  A.  Hamilton,  and  Charles  Redmond.  It 
was  Redmond,  a  medium  from  Montreal,  who  was  "the  in- 
strument" used  to  help  save  Lincoln's  life  on  that  famous 
train  trip  when  he  was  warned  both  by  the  medium  and  by 
government  agents  that  an  attempt  would  be  made  to  assass- 
inate him.  Lincoln  heeded  the  warning,  wore  a  Scotch  cap  and 
long  military  coat  to  conceal  his  identity,  changed  his  plans 
for  leaving  the  train,  and  thus  escaped  the  plotters  who  had 
everything  arranged  to  kidnap  and  murder  him. 

In  addition  to  these  publicly  known  mediums,  there  were 
several  among  Lincoln's  circle  of  family  friends  who  also  had 
highly  developed  psychic  powers,  and  through  them  came 
some  of  his  most  extraordinary  demonstrations.  An  outstand- 
ing instance  of  this  was  in  the  family  of  Cranstoun  Laurie, 
for  many  years  statistician  of  the  Post  Office  Department,  and 
a  man  of  the  highest  reputation  for  dignity  and  integrity.  It 
was  at  his  home  in  Georgetown  that  Lincoln  attended  many 
of  Nettie  Colbum's  seances — those  which  were  held  outside 
of  the  White  House.  It  was  here  also  that  Lincoln  witnessed 
amazing  psychic  manifestations  in  the  field  of  physical  phe- 
nomena through  the  mediumistic  power  of  Laurie's  daughter, 
Mrs.  Belle  Miller. 

The  list  of  those  actually  present  with  Lincoln  at  various 
seances  in  Washington  is  studded  with  the  names  of  officials, 
political  and  social  figures,  judges,  and  many  other  citizens 
prominent  among  their  contemporaries  but  probably  now 
remembered  by  few  outside  of  families  and  friends.  There 
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are  also  many  with  whom  Lincoln  is  known  to  have  discussed 
his  beliefs  with  regard  to  survival  and  the  possibility  of  com- 
munication. I  am  mentioning  those  whose  names  are  most 
likely  to  be  recognized. 

After  his  son  Willie's  death,  Lincoln  was  so  overcome  with 
grief  that  it  looked  for  a  time  as  if  he  would  never  be  able 
to  rise  above  it.  He  did,  of  course,  but  not  until  Dr.  Vinton 
of  New  York's  Trinity  Church — who  was  visiting  in  Wash- 
ington— had  restored  his  faith  in  a  hereafter  where  Willie 
would  be  alive  still,  well  and  happy,  and  close  to  the  father 
who  loved  him.  Dr.  Vinton  reproached  Lincoln  for  allowing 
himself  to  sink  into  such  crippUng  depths  of  despair  and  re- 
minded him  of  his  duty  to  the  living.  Then  he  begged  him  to 
realize  that  his  child  was  not  dead. 

"Your  son,"  said  Dr.  Vinton,  "is  alive  in  paradise.  Do  you 
not  remember  the  passage  in  the  Gospels?  'God  is  not  the 
God  of  the  dead,  but  of  the  living,  for  all  live  unto  Him.'" 

For  a  moment  Lincoln  sat  before  him,  head  still  bowed  as 
if  in  hopeless  grief.  Then  suddenly  he  sprang  to  his  feet,  his 
face  shining.  In  his  gratitude  he  threw  his  long  arms  about 
the  minister's  shoulders.  "He's  alive!"  he  cried.  "He  is  not 
dead!  He  is  alive!"  From  that  moment  Abraham  Lincoln  was 
himself  again. 

This  touching  story  was  told  by  Francis  B.  Carpenter,  the 
artist  who  spent  much  time  in  the  White  House  while  he  was 
working  on  life  portraits  of  the  President.  It  was  not  long  after 
the  incident  described  above  that  Lincoln  asked  his  Secretary 
of  the  Treasury,  Salmon  P.  Chase,  "Do  you  ever  find  yourself 
talking  with  the  dead?"  Before  Chase  could  answer,  the  Presi- 
dent continued:  "I  do.  Ever  since  Willie's  death  I  catch  myself 
involuntarily  talking  to  him  as  if  he  were  with  me — and  I  feel 
that  he  isF' 

Some  of  the  other  Cabinet  members  who  were  more  sym- 
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pathetic  than  Mr.  Chase  on  the  subject  of  spirit  communica- 
tion are  known  to  have  attended  seances  with  the  President. 
These  included  Gideon  Welles,  Secretary  of  the  Navy,  and 
Edwin  M.  Stanton,  Secretary  of  War.  There  were  others  who 
held  important  Government  posts,  such  as  Isaac  Newton, 
Commissioner  of  Agriculture;  also  James  J.  Speed — brother 
of  Joshua  Fry  Speed,  Lincoln's  life-long  friend  and  confidant 
— who  was  appointed  Attorney  General  in  1864.  Most  of 
these  men  have  left  authenticated  accounts,  verbal  or  written, 
of  seance  experiences  shared  with  the  President. 

In  addition  to  the  Laurie  family,  many  distinguished  citi- 
zens of  the  Nation's  Capital  have  borne  witness  to  seances 
some  of  which  I  shall  describe  here.  Outstanding  among  these 
was  the  Hon.  Daniel  E.  Somes,  for  many  years  a  Congressman 
from  Maine,  friend  of  both  Horace  Greeley  and  Abraham 
Lincoln,  and  member  of  the  "Peace  Congress  of  1861,"  or- 
ganized to  try  to  avert  the  disaster  of  a  civil  war.  His  wife  was 
equally  interested  in  the  seances  and  was  often  present  with 
him. 

Among  other  prominent  residents  of  Washington  who  also 
participated  in  sittings  attended  by  President  and  Mrs.  Lin- 
coln were:  Mrs.  Anna  M.  Cosby,  who  was  the  daughter  of 
Robert  Mills,  designer  of  the  Bunker  Hill  Monument,  also 
architect  and  builder  of  the  Capitol  in  Washington  and  many 
other  famous  structures;  Colonel  Simon  P.  Kase  of  Philadel- 
phia, wealthy  railroad  builder,  who  was  serving  on  the  staff 
of  the  Secretary  of  War;  and  Lincoln's  friend.  Senator  Rich- 
mond. 

Also  Mrs.  E.  D.  N.  Southworth,  one  of  the  most  celebrated 
authors  of  the  period;  John  Pierpont,  retired  minister  and  a 
chief  clerk  in  the  Treasury  Department;  Major  General  Daniel 
R.  Sickles,  later  Sheriff  of  New  York  City;  and  Francis  B. 
Carpenter,  painter  of  the  famous  picture  honoring  the  Eman- 
cipation Proclamation  and  also  of  Lincoln's  last  portrait 
made  from  life,  attested  to  Lincoln's  interest  in  spiritualism. 
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It  was  he  who  later  wrote  the  interesting  book  called  The 
Inner  Life  of  Abraham  Lincoln — and  the  still  more  interest- 
ing letters  to  Nettie  Colburn,  the  medium  he  met  through  the 
many  seances  she  held  for  Lincoln  in  the  White  House. 

Among  the  various  mediums  with  whom  the  President  had 
sittings,  this  young  woman  was  certainly  the  most  important. 
She  earned  her  living  by  lecturing  and  other  work  so  that  she 
could  refuse  to  take  money  for  seances.  She  was  a  truly  fine 
and  dedicated  soul,  whose  honesty  and  integrity  have  never 
been  questioned.  Many  of  the  most  important  people  in  Wash- 
ington were  her  devoted  friends,  and  she  was  often  the  house 
guest  of  such  famihes  as  the  Cosbys,  the  Somes,  and  the 
Lauries.  There  is  no  doubt  that  President  Lincoln  trusted  her 
implicitly  and  relied  upon  her  mediumistic  powers  to  an  extra- 
ordinary degree.  He  summoned  her  frequently,  when  she  was 
in  Washington,  if  he  felt  that  he  was  facing  an  unusually  grave 
decision  and  could  not  make  up  his  mind  what  course  to  take. 

Later  Nettie  Colburn  married  William  Porter  Maynard 
and  lived  in  White  Plains,  New  York  until  she  died.  Many 
responsible  members  of  that  community  have  attested  to  the 
fact  that  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Maynard  were  among  the  town's  most 
highly  respected  citizens.  In  1891,  toward  the  end  of  her  life, 
she  brought  out  a  book  of  reminiscences  called  Was  Lincoln 
a  Spiritualist?  The  publisher,  Rufus  C.  Hartranft  of  Philadel- 
phia, was  so  amazed  by  the  story  she  had  to  tell  about  her 
contact  with  President  Lincoln,  that  he  spared  neither  trouble 
nor  expense  to  verify  its  details  before  publishing  the  book. 
The  result  is  a  long  publisher's  preface  filled  with  quotations 
from  letters,  affidavits,  and  personal  interviews  attesting  to 
Mrs.  Maynard's  character,  her  mediumistic  powers,  and  the 
extraordinary  quality  of  the  messages  received  through  her 
in  wartime  Washington,  both  for  the  President  and  for  many 
others  who  were  important  in  Government  affairs. 

Referring  to  one  of  his  earliest  interviews,  the  publisher 
states: 
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"In  February  of  this  year,  the  writer  had  the  good  fortune  to  meet  a 
gentleman  who  related  that  he  knew  from  personal  experience  and 
contact,  that  Abraham  Lincoln  was  a  Spiritualist,  and  implicitly  be- 
lieved in  the  guidance  and  teachings  of  that  science  or  religion,  which- 
ever it  may  be.  He  further  stated  that  he  had  attended  seances  with 
the  President,  and  that  he  knew  from  personal  knowledge  that  the 
President  had  been  instructed  and  guided  by  spirits  in  times  of  par- 
ticular stress  in  affairs  of  state,  during  a  period  when  the  nation's  future 
was  uncertain  and  while  the  States  were  in  the  midst  of  the  throes  of 
a  great  civil  war.  He  also  stated  that  he  knew  of  his  own  personal 
knowledge  and  experience,  that  numerous  Spiritualistic  seances  were 
held  in  the  White  House,  and  that  they  were  frequentd  by  many  of 
the  leading  men  of  the  time,  who  were  then  located  in  Washington. 

"This  gentleman's  statement,  being  of  such  peculiar  significance,  the 
writer  did  not  believe  it.  This  recitation,  however,  caused  the  writer 
to  become  greatly  interested  in  the  subject  from  a  purely  historical 
standpoint,  and,  therefore,  he  immediately  started  an  investigation 
regarding  the  matter,  the  results  of  which  he  is  now  obliged  to  state, 
reveal  to  the  world  matters  of  decided  interest  and  importance,  and 
which,  as  far  as  they  are  related  in  this  volume,  are  capable  of  proof, 
and  based  upon  circumstances  of  fact." 

The  Preface  includes  not  only  attestations  from  a  number 
of  those  previously  mentioned  as  having  been  in  Washington 
during  Nettie  Colburn's  wartime  sojourns  there,  but  also  many 
from  admirers  in  other  places  who  had  witnessed  her  powers, 
and  who  knew  her  well  both  as  a  remarkable  medium  and  a 
woman  of  the  highest  integrity.  Among  these  were  the  Hon. 
Melville  C.  Smith  of  New  York  City;  Mark  M.  ("Brick") 
Pomeroy,  well-known  lawyer  and  writer;  and  Warren  Chase, 
a  State  Legislator  in  IHinois,  who  wrote,  "Mrs.  Maynard 
(then  Miss  Colburn)  stopped  where  I  did  in  Washington.  I 
knew  when  she  was  sent  for  by  President  Lincoln,  and  as  I 
knew  him  well,  I  knew  he  was  a  'Spiritualist.' " 

Mrs.  Maynard's  own  collection  of  tributes  and  affidavits, 
scattered  through  her  book,  is  equally  impressive.  Among  the 
friends  who  knew  and  trusted  her — in  addition  to  those  al- 
ready mentioned  in  connection  with  Lincoln — are  such  per- 
sonalities as  the  following:  Thomas  H.  Seymour,  former 
Governor  of  her  home  State,  Connecticut;  Asa  H.  Rogers,  of 
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the  silver-plating  "Rogers  Brothers";  General  William  Norris, 
famous  builder  of  engines;  General  Morgan  H.  Chrysler,  who 
asked  her  to  obtain  Lincoln's  help  in  his  efforts  to  raise  troops 
in  New  York  State;  and  George  D.  Prentiss,  Editor  of  the 
Louisville  Journal.  As  for  the  Somes  family,  they  gave  Mrs. 
Maynard  complete  authority  to  use  their  names  in  pubHshed 
accounts  of  her  seances. 

Francis  B.  Carpenter  wrote  to  the  publisher  in  terms  of 
highest  praise  for  Mrs.  Maynard's  psychic  ability  and  her 
character.  He  added,  "I  am  not  prepared  to  say  that  Lincoln 
was  a  Spiritualist.  I  do  know  that  he  had  faith  in  spiritual 
comfort,  and  believed  that  we  were,  in  a  measure,  directed  by 
spiritual  teachers  and  guidance." 


Chapter  3 

MISS  NETTIE 
AND  THE  PRESIDENT 


THERE  seems  to  have  been  a  strange  indication  of  guidance 
in  the  sequence  of  events  which  led  to  the  fateful  meet- 
ing between  Nettie  Colburn,  the  young  woman  lecturer  and 
medium,  and  Abraham  Lincoln.  In  the  summer  of  1862  "Miss 
Nettie" — as  Lincoln  called  her — had  been  "told"  by  her  spirit 
controls  that  she  must  go  to  Washington,  and  deliver  an  im- 
portant message  from  a  "Congress  of  Spirits"  to  the  President 
of  the  United  States.  Despite  their  insistence  she  ignored  the 
request,  convinced  that  she  would  have  no  chance  of  success 
on  such  a  mission.  At  this  point,  apparently,  "someone"  else 
took  a  hand  in  the  proceedings. 

In  November  of  that  same  year  Nettie  Colburn  received 
word  from  Alexandria,  Virginia,  that  her  brother  was  seriously 
ill  in  an  army  camp  there.  She  went  to  him  at  once,  found 
him  in  a  critical  condition,  and  hurried  on  to  Washington 
to  obtain  a  furlough  for  him.  Through  several  Spiritualist 
friends  with  whom  she  was  invited  to  stay,  she  met  two  of  the 
people  who  were  to  be  so  important  to  her  later — the  Hon. 
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D.  E.  Somes  and  Cranstoun  Laurie.  In  a  home-circle  sitting, 
she  was  again  urged  to  go  directly  to  the  President,  and  again 
she  refused  to  believe  the  message  was  correct.  After  several 
weeks  of  working  and  anxious  waiting,  she  was  at  last  able  to 
get  the  necessary  papers  for  the  furlough — only  to  have  them 
disappear  at  the  last  moment  in  the  most  unaccountable 
manner. 

Up  to  train  time,  six  o'clock  in  the  evening,  when  she  had 
expected  to  start  for  home  with  her  brother,  the  papers  had 
not  been  found.  She  was  in  the  depths  of  despair  when  Crans- 
toun Laurie  arrived  at  eight-thirty,  hoping  to  find  her  there 
and  to  take  her  with  him  on  an  important  mission.  When  he 
was  told  about  the  furlough  he  assured  her  that  if  she  would 
come  with  him  he  was  quite  sure  "something  could  be  done 
about  the  furlough."  At  his  home  in  Georgetown  she  found 
Isaac  Newton,  John  Pierpont,  Daniel  E.  Somes,  Mrs.  Laurie, 
and  the  Laurie's  daughter  Mrs.  Belle  Miller,  all  waiting  for 
her.  With  them  was  the  wife  of  President  Lincoln  who  had 
heard  of  the  young  woman's  power  and  had  asked  to  see  her. 

When  Nettie  Colburn  wakened  from  her  trance  she  found 
an  excited  group  around  her.  It  was  arranged  on  the  spot  that 
a  new  furlough  would  be  obtained  at  once,  that  someone  else 
should  take  her  brother  home,  that  Mr.  Newton  should  give 
her  a  position  in  the  Agricultural  Department  so  that  she 
could  remain  in  Washington.  The  day  after  her  brother  had 
started  for  home,  Mrs.  Laurie  was  requested  to  come  that 
evening,  with  her  family,  to  the  White  House — and  to  bring 
Miss  Nettie  with  them.  They  found  Mrs.  Lincoln  waiting  in 
the  Red  Parlor,  with  Mr.  Somes,  Colonel  Kase,  and  one  other 
woman  whose  name  Mrs.  Maynard  did  not  remember. 

Mrs.  Miller,  an  accomplished  pianist,  was  playing  a  march 
when  President  Lincoln  came  down  the  stairs  and  entered 
the  room  as  if  keeping  step  with  the  music.  "The  President 
stood  before  me,"  Mrs.  Maynard  writes  in  her  book,  "tall  and 
kindly,  with  a  smile  on  his  face.  Dropping  his  hand  upon  my 
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head,  he  said,  in  a  humorous  tone,  'So  this  is  our  Uttle  Nettie, 
is  it,  that  we  have  heard  so  much  about?' "  He  led  her  to  a 
seat  and  began  asking  a  few  kindly  questions  about  her  own 
mediumship.  The  rest  of  the  story  is  best  told  in  Miss  Nettie's 
own  words. 

"While  he  was  yet  speaking,  I  lost  all  consciousness  of  my 
surroundings  and  passed  under  control.  For  more  than  an 
hour  I  was  made  to  talk  to  him,  and  I  learned  from  my  friends 
afterward  that  it  was  upon  matters  he  seemed  fully  to  under- 
stand, while  they  comprehended  very  little  until  that  portion 
was  reached  that  related  to  the  forthcoming  Emancipation 
Proclamation.  He  was  charged  with  the  utmost  solemnity  and 
force  of  manner  not  to  abate  the  terms  of  its  issue,  and  not  to 
delay  its  enforcement  as  a  law  beyond  the  opening  of  the  year; 
and  he  was  assured  that  it  was  to  be  the  crowning  event  of 
his  administration  and  his  life;  and  that  while  he  was  being 
councelled  by  strong  parties  to  defer  the  enforcement  of  it, 
hoping  to  supplant  it  by  other  measures  and  to  delay  action, 
he  must  in  no  wise  heed  such  counsel,  but  stand  firm  to  his 
convictions  and  fearlessly  perform  the  work  and  fulfill  the 
mission  for  which  he  had  been  raised  up  by  an  overruling 
Providence. 

"Those  present  declared  that  they  lost  sight  of  the  timid 
girl  in  the  majesty  of  the  utterance,  the  strength  and  force  of 
the  language,  and  the  importance  of  that  which  was  conveyed, 
and  seemed  to  realize  that  some  strong  masculine  spirit  force 
was  giving  speech  to  almost  divine  commands. 

"I  shall  never  forget  the  scene  around  me  when  I  regained 
consciousness.  I  was  standing  in  front  of  Mr.  Lincoln,  and  he 
was  sitting  back  in  his  chair  with  his  arms  folded  upon  his 
breast,  looking  intently  at  me.  I  stepped  back,  naturally  con- 
fused at  the  situation,  not  remembering  at  once  where  I  was; 
and  glancing  around  the  group,  where  perfect  silence  reigned. 
It  took  me  a  moment  to  remember  my  whereabouts. 

"I  heard  a  gentleman  present  ask  in  a  low  tone,  'Mr.  Presi- 
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dent,  did  you  notice  anything  peculiar  in  the  method  of  ad- 
dress?' Mr.  Lincoln  raised  himself,  as  if  shaking  off  a  spell. 
He  glanced  quickly  at  the  full-length  portrait  of  Daniel  Web- 
ster which  hung  above  the  piano,  then  replied,  with  marked 
emphasis,  'Yes!  And  it  is  very  singular — very!' " 

Mrs.  Maynard  here  quoted  Mr.  Somes.  "  'Mr.  President,' 
he  said,  'would  it  be  improper  for  me  to  inquire  whether  there 
has  been  any  pressure  brought  to  bear  upon  you  to  defer  the 
Proclamation?'  To  which  the  President  replied,  'Under  these 
circumstances  that  question  is  perfectly  proper,  as  we  are  all 
friends  (smiling  upon  the  company).  It  is  taking  all  my  nerve 
and  strength  to  withstand  such  a  pressure.' 

"At  this  point  the  gentlemen  drew  around  him,  and  spoke 
together  in  low  tones,  Mr.  Lincoln  saying  least  of  all.  At  last 
he  turned  to  me,  and  laying  his  hand  upon  my  head,  uttered 
these  words  in  a  manner  that  I  shall  never  forget:  'My  child, 
you  possess  a  very  singular  gift;  but  that  it  is  of  God,  I  have 
no  doubt.  I  thank  you  for  coming  here  tonight.  It  is  more  im- 
portant than  perhaps  anyone  present  can  understand.  I  must 
leave  you  all  now;  but  I  hope  I  shall  see  you  again.' 

"He  shook  me  kindly  by  the  hand,  bowed  to  the  rest  of  the 
company,  and  was  gone.  Such  was  my  first  interview  with 
Abraham  Lincoln,  and  the  memory  of  it  is  as  clear  and  vivid 
as  the  evening  on  which  it  occurred." 

This  seance  was  held  at  the  end  of  December,  1862.  Few 
knew  then  that  Lincoln  had  already  prepared  the  Proclama- 
tion of  Emancipation  sometime  in  the  fall,  but  had  put  it 
aside  until  he  could  make  up  his  mind  when — or  if — it  should 
be  issued.  It  was  true,  as  he  admitted  to  Mr.  Somes,  that  he 
had  been  under  tremendous  pressure  regarding  it,  caught  in 
a  withering  cross-fire  between  those  advisors  who  urged  him 
to  make  it  public  at  once,  and  those  who  warned  him  with 
equal  force  that  it  would  have  most  disastrous  consequences 
if  he  should  follow  that  course. 
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On  New  Year's  Day,  1863,  within  a  matter  of  hours  after 
the  seance  with  Nettie  Colburn,  Lincoln  signed  the  Emancipa- 
tion Proclamation.  Most  of  those  present  at  the  seance  firmly 
beheved  that  this  fateful  decision  was  influenced  by  the  mes- 
sages he  had  received  that  night  through  Miss  Nettie.  She 
was  in  deep  trance  and  knew  nothing  of  what  had  come 
through,  but  she  too  beheved  it  because  of  remarks  the  Presi- 
dent himself  made  to  her  on  several  later  occasions. 

This  is  one  of  the  many  recorded  cases  where  an  unseen 
hand  has  apparently  interposed  in  human  affairs  at  some 
turning  point  in  history.  If  it  had  not  been  for  the  unexplain- 
able  disappearance  of  her  brother's  furlough  papers,  Nettie 
Colburn  would  have  been  on  the  train  for  home  when  Mr. 
Laurie  came  to  take  her  to  that  seance  in  the  White  House. 
There  is  no  reason  to  think  that  she  would  ever  have  returned 
to  Washington  or  met  the  President.  Nor  could  she  have 
served  as  a  channel,  throughout  the  crucial  war  years,  for 
those  on  the  other  side  who  felt  it  was  imperative  to  reach 
Lincoln. 

On  February  5th,  1863,  the  President  made  an  unscheduled 
appearance  at  a  sitting  at  the  Laurie  home  which  Mrs.  Lin- 
coln had  requested  for  herself.  The  Indian  girl,  "Pinkie" — 
Nettie  Colburn's  "little  messenger" — had  surprised  everyone 
early  in  the  evening  by  insisting  that  "Long  Brave"  would  be 
present.  When  the  President  actually  did  arrive  with  his  wife 
he  was  astonished  to  learn  that  he  was  expected. 

"Expected!"  he  exclaimed.  "How  could  that  be?  It's  only 
five  minutes  since  I  knew  it  myself!"  He  explained  that  he  had 
not  thought  of  coming  that  night  until  he  saw  his  wife  enter- 
ing her  carriage.  Then  he  had  asked  her  where  she  was  going, 
and  had  only  made  up  his  mind  at  that  moment  to  go  with 
her. 

The  medium  was  controlled  on  this  occasion  by  "old  Dr. 
Bamford,"  who  was  a  favorite  with  Lincoln.  This  was  doubt- 
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less  because  of  his  "quaint  dialect,  old-fashioned  methods  of 
expressions,  and  straightforwardness  .  .  .  together  with  fear- 
lessness of  utterance."  Miss  Colburn  tells  the  story  as  she 
heard  it  later,  in  substance,  from  others  in  the  circle: 

"The  old  doctor  asserted  that  a  very  precarious  state  of 
things  existed  at  the  front  where  General  Hooker  had  just 
taken  command.  The  Army  was  totally  demoralized.  Regi- 
ments were  stacking  arms,  refusing  to  obey  orders,  threaten- 
ing a  general  retreat,  and  declaring  their  purpose  to  return  to 
Washington.  A  vivid  picture  was  drawn  of  the  terrible  state 
of  affairs,  greatly  to  the  surprise  of  everyone  save  the  chief 
to  whom  the  words  were  addressed. 

"'You  seem  to  understand  the  situation,'  Mrs.  Lincoln 
quietly  remarked.  'Can  you  point  out  the  remedy?' 

"'Yes!'  Dr.  Bamford  replied.  'If  you  have  the  courage  to 
use  it.' 

"Lincoln  smiled,  and  answered,  'Try  me!* 

"  'It  is  one  of  the  simplest,'  the  doctor  said.  'Being  so  simple 
it  may  not  appeal  to  you  as  sufficient  to  cope  with  what 
threatens  to  prove  a  serious  difficulty.  The  remedy  lies  with 
yourself.  Go  in  person  to  the  front,  taking  with  you  your  wife 
and  children,  leaving  behind  your  official  dignity  and  all 
manner  of  display.  Resist  the  importunity  of  officials  to  ac- 
company you,  avoid  the  high  grade  officers,  and  seek  the  tents 
of  the  private  soldiers.  Inquire  into  their  grievances.  Show 
yourself  to  be  what  you  are,  the  Father  of  your  People.  Make 
them  feel  that  you  are  interested  in  their  sufferings,  and  that 
you  are  not  unmindful  of  the  many  trials  which  beset  them  in 
their  march  through  the  dismal  swamps,  whereby  both  their 
courage  and  numbers  have  been  depleted.' 

"  'If  that  will  do  any  good,'  Lincoln  said,  'it  is  easily  done.' 

"  'It  will  do  all  that  is  required,'  the  doctor  instantly  replied. 
'It  will  unite  the  soldiers  as  one  man.  It  will  unite  them  to 
you  in  bands  of  steel.  And  now,  if  you  would  prevent  a  seri- 
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ous,  if  not  fatal,  disaster  to  your  cause,  bt  the  news  be  promul- 
gated at  once,  and  disseminated  throughout  the  camp  of  the 
Army  of  the  Potomac.  Have  it  scattered  broadcast  that  you 
are  on  the  eve  of  visiting  the  front;  that  you  are  not  talking 
of  it,  but  that  it  is  settled  that  you  are  going,  and  are  now 
getting  into  readiness.  This  will  stop  insubordination  and  hold 
the  soldiers  in  check.  It  will  give  them  something  to  divert 
their  minds,  and  they  will  wait  to  see  what  your  coming 
portends.' 

"  It  shall  be  done,'  Lincoln  said  at  once. 

"After  the  circle  was  over,  Mr.  Laurie  asked,  'Mr.  Lincoln, 
is  it  possible  that  affairs  are  as  bad  as  they  have  been  de- 
picted?' 

"'They  can  hardly  be  exaggerated,'  Lincoln  replied.  'But 
I  ask  it  as  a  favor  of  all  present  that  they  do  not  speak  of 
these  things.'  He  pointed  to  a  Major  who  was  in  their  party. 
'The  Major  there,'  he  said,  'has  just  brought  despatches  from 
the  front  depicting  the  state  of  affairs  pretty  much  as  our  old 
friend  has  shown  it.  We  were  just  having  a  Cabinet  meeting 
regarding  the  matter,  when  something,  I  know  not  what, 
induced  me  to  leave  the  room  and  come  down  stairs.  When 
I  found  Mrs.  Lincoln  in  the  act  of  coming  here,  I  felt  it  might 
be  of  service  for  me  to  come.  I  did  not  know  wherefore.' 

"Lincoln  dropped  his  head  as  he  said  this,  leaning  forward 
in  his  chair.  Then  he  looked  up  suddenly.  'Matters  are  pretty 
serious  down  there,'  he  said,  'and  perhaps  the  simplest  remedy 
is  the  best.  I  have  often  noticed  in  life  that  little  things  have 
sometimes  greater  weight  than  larger  ones.' " 

When  Mr.  Somes  asked  the  President,  in  the  presence  of 
Miss  Colburn  and  in  her  hearing,  what  he  thought  of  the 
source  of  what  he  had  experienced  and  heard  from  time  to 
time  in  the  form  of  spiritualistic  manifestations,  Lincoln 
replied: 

"  'I  am  not  prepared  to  describe  the  intelligence  that  con- 
trols this  young  girl's  organism.  She  certainly  could  have  no 
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knowledge  of  the  facts  communicated  to  me,  nor  of  what  was 
transpiring  in  my  Cabinet  meeting  prior  to  my  joining  this 
circle,  nor  of  affairs  at  the  front,  nor  regarding  transpiring 
events  which  are  known  to  me  only,  and  which  I  had  not  im- 
parted to  anyone,  and  which  have  not  been  made  public' " 

There  was  an  immediate  aftermath  to  that  evening's  session. 
The  next  day  was  Sunday  and  John  W.  Forney's  Gazette 
startled  everyone  with  its  headlines:  "The  President  is  about 
to  visit  the  Army  of  the  Potomac."  The  newspaper  went  on 
to  name  the  gunboat  which  was  being  prepared  to  take  him 
and  his  family  to  Fortress  Monroe.  There  were  other  details 
showing  literal  obedience  to  the  directions  given  at  the  seance 
the  evening  before.  These  papers  were  scattered  throughout 
the  entire  Army  as  quickly  as  they  could  be  sent  to  the  troops. 

Of  the  President's  visit  to  the  front,  Mrs.  Maynard  had  this 
to  say:  "The  ovation  tendered  him  showed  the  spontaneous 
uprising  of  a  people  who  were  receiving  a  loved  ruler.  How 
he  was  literally  borne  on  the  shoulders  of  the  fighting  men 
through  the  camp,  and  how  everywhere  the  boys  in  blue 
rallied  around  him — all  grievances  being  forgotten — and  his 
leaving  a  united  and  devoted  Army  behind  him  when  he  re- 
turned to  Washington,  these  are  matters  of  history  too  well 
known  to  need  repeating." 

In  May,  1863,  Nettie  Colburn  and  a  friend  stopped  at  the 
White  House  conservatory  for  some  flowers  she  had  arranged 
to  take  to  her  father  in  an  Army  hospital.  She  was  surprised 
to  find  a  message  summoning  her  at  once  to  Mrs.  Lincoln's 
room. 

The  President's  wife  was  extremely  disturbed  by  bad  news 
which  had  just  arrived  from  the  front,  but,  through  Miss  Col- 
burn, Pinkie  was  able  to  reassure  her.  She  promised  better 
news  by  nightfall.  When  the  President  came  in,  looking  worn 
and  haggard,  a  wise  control  took  over,  gave  a  complete  de- 
scription of  what  had  happened  at  the  front,  predicted  what 
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the  next  day's  reports  would  be,  and  was  in  general  encourag- 
ing. "Evidently,"  Mrs.  Maynard  writes,  "they  felt  his  need  in 
that  hour,  and  met  it."  The  next  day  word  came  from  a  friend 
in  the  White  House  that  "the  news  had  been  received  as  pre- 
dicted, and  that  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Lincoln  were  both  feeling  much 
better  and  full  of  hope." 

In  the  fall  of  that  year  Miss  Nettie  was  summoned  to  the 
White  House,  with  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Somes,  for  a  special  sitting 
which  turned  out  to  be  something  of  a  test  for  her  little  Indian 
control.  Pinkie,  as  well  as  the  occasion  for  an  important 
message  received  by  Lincoln.  In  the  Red  Parlor  they  found 
Mrs.  Lincoln  waiting  for  them  with  a  man  who  was  a  com- 
plete stranger  to  the  medium.  He  was  wrapped  in  a  long 
military  cloak  which  concealed  any  indication  of  rank,  and 
not  a  word  was  spoken  which  could  identify  him  before  the 
President  came  in  and  the  trance  sitting  began. 

As  described  by  one  of  the  sitters,  a  "very  powerful  control" 
took  charge  and  directed  attention  entirely  to  the  President. 
The  message  was  devoted  to  the  deplorable  condition  of  the 
freedmen  in  and  around  Washington.  A  terrible  picture  was 
presented  in  all  its  harrowing  details  and  the  President  was 
"counseled  in  the  strongest  terms"  to  prove  the  truth  of  the 
charges  by  appointing  a  special  investigating  committee  to  be 
followed  by  a  separate  bureau  to  regulate  all  matters  con- 
nected with  the  freedmen.  The  control  then  addressed  the 
stranger  in  the  cloak  as  "General"  and  praised  his  "patriotic 
devotion  to  his  country." 

At  this  point  Pinkie  took  over  and  at  once  spoke  to  him, 
calling  him  'Crooked  Knife'  the  Indian  name  she  had  given 
a  certain  Union  general  in  previous  sittings  when  she  was 
describing  events  taking  place  on  distant  battlefields.  These 
reports  were  invariably  confirmed  later  when  the  official  com- 
muniques were  received.  The  Lincolns  knew,  of  course,  the 
identity  of  the  'Crooked  Knife'  Pinkie  had  "seen"  on  her 
scouting  expeditions,  both  from  her  descriptions  of  the  Gen- 
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eral  and  the  location  of  the  troops  involved.  They  considered 
her  instant  recognition  of  the  unknown  man  in  the  long  cloak 
an  excellent  illustration  of  what  we  might  now  call  "extra- 
sensory perception." 

There  is  a  sequel  to  this  story.  Several  weeks  later,  while 
Nettie  Colbum  was  at  her  home  in  Hartford,  Connecticut,  her 
father  handed  her  a  copy  of  a  local  newspaper.  "Here's  some- 
thing that  will  interest  you,"  he  said,  pointing  to  a  'Washing- 
ton Item'  which  confirmed  the  report  she  had  given  him  a 
week  before  concerning  the  seance.  The  item  read:  "President 
Lincoln  has  appointed  a  special  committee  to  investigate  the 
condition  of  the  Freedmen."  In  Mrs.  Maynard's  words:  "It 
proved  that  Mr.  Lincoln  considered  the  counsel  he  had  re- 
ceived through  me  of  sufficient  importance  to  engage  his 
attention,  as  he  had  literally  followed  the  directions  given  him 
by  the  Spirit  World.  It  is  a  matter  of  history  that  the  outcome 
of  this  investigation  was  the  formation  of  the  Freedmen's 
Bureau."  The  New  York  Herald  spoke  of  this  bureau  as  "do- 
ing a  world  of  good,  not  only  to  the  colored  man,  but  to  the 
whole  country  .  .  .  the  corner-stone  of  inevitable  reconstruc- 
tion." 

To  quote  Mrs.  Maynard  again:  "During  the  latter  part  of 
February  and  the  month  of  March,  (1864)  I  had  a  number 
of  seances  with  President  Lincoln  and  his  wife;  but  as  there 
were  no  other  witnesses,  and  as  they  did  not  inform  me  of  the 
nature  of  the  communications,  I  cannot  speak  as  to  their 
nature,  but  simply  allude  to  the  fact.  These  seances  took  place 
by  appointment,  usually  in  the  vicinity  of  one  o'clock,  during 
the  President's  lunch  time." 

It  seems  quite  clear  that  Mr.  Lincoln  must  have  found  the 
nature  of  these  sittings  extremely  interesting  or  he  would  not 
have  taken  time  out  from  his  busy  life  to  continue  them. 
Those  days,  during  highly  critical  periods  of  the  War  Between 
the  States  were  hardly  days  for  trifling  or  idle  experimentation. 
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One  dramatic  and  significant  seance  took  place  later  in  1864, 
when  Mr.  Somes  was  asked  to  bring  Nettie  Colburn  to  the 
White  House  for  a  private  and  confidential  sitting.  There  were 
two  Army  officers  with  the  President  when  the  medium  be- 
came entranced.  When  she  wakened  an  hour  later  she  found 
herself  standing  at  a  long  table,  with  Lincoln  beside  her  bend- 
ing over  a  large  map.  Mr.  Somes  and  Mrs.  Lincoln  were  in 
another  part  of  the  room. 

"It  is  astonishing!"  the  President  was  saying  to  the  two 
officers.  "Every  line  she  has  drawn  conforms  to  the  plan 
agreed  upon!"  "Yes,"  one  of  the  officers  answered.  "It  is 
astonishing!" 

The  President  took  the  pencil  out  of  the  young  woman's 
hand,  led  her  to  a  chair,  and  spoke  to  Mr.  Somes.  "Miss  Nettie 
does  not  seem  to  require  eyes  to  do  anything!" 

After  they  had  been  cautioned  not  to  mention  the  meeting 
to  anyone,  and  had  started  home,  Mr.  Somes  told  her  that  he 
had  heard  enough  of  the  opening  remarks  of  her  control  to 
convince  him  that  the  spirit  knew  why  she  had  been  sum- 
moned to  give  a  seance  that  night.  She  had  walked  to  the 
table,  asked  for  a  pencil,  and  traced  lines  upon  the  map.  The 
rest  of  what  happened  was  known  only  to  the  President  and 
the  two  officers. 

Nettie  Colburn's  last  interview  with  Lincoln  was  a  few 
days  before  his  second  inauguration.  She  had  been  called 
home  because  of  illness  and  had  stopped  at  the  White  House 
to  say  good-bye.  "What  do  our  friends  say  of  us  now?"  he 
asked  her.  She  answered  that  they  had  predicted  his  second 
inauguration,  then  she  continued:  "But  they  also  re-affirm 
that  the  shadow  they  have  spoken  of  still  hangs  over  you." 
With  a  touch  of  impatience  he  told  her  that  he  had  received 
letters  from  mediums  in  various  parts  of  the  country  warning 
him  against  a  plot  to  take  his  life,  but  that  he  did  not  believe 
it.  "Well,  Miss  Nettie,"  he  assured  her,  "I  shall  live  till  my 
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work  is  done,  and  no  earthly  power  can  prevent  it.  And  then 
it  doesn't  matter,  so  that  I  am  ready — and  that  I  ever  mean 
to  be!" 

Six  weeks  later  Abraham  Lincoln  was  dead,  at  the  hands 
of  John  Wilkes  Booth.  Before  that  time  he  had  apparently 
come  to  have  more  faith  in  the  warnings  he  had  received.  He 
had  also  had  two  mystic  dreams,  or  visions,  foreshadowing 
what  fate  held  in  store  for  him. 


Chapter  4 

PSYCHIC  GUIDANCE 
IN  WARTIME 


NETTIE  CoLBURN  was  Undoubtedly  the  medium  Lincoln 
trusted  most  deeply  because  of  her  own  unquestioned 
integrity  as  well  as  the  strong  evidence  of  identity  given  by 
great  souls  who  spoke  through  her,  the  often-demonstrated 
value  of  their  counsel,  and  the  high  quality  of  wisdom  in  all 
the  messages  he  received  through  her.  However,  Lincoln  was 
also  interested  in  various  other  types  of  phenomena,  such  as 
spirit  writing,  signalling  by  means  of  raps,  levitation,  and  ma- 
terialization. 

To  psychic  researchers,  these  come  under  the  general  head 
of  Physical  Phenomena,  since  they  often  seem  to  contradict 
the  usual  laws  of  our  physical  universe.  They  are  open  to 
question  because  they  lend  themselves  to  fraudulent  manipu- 
lation by  sleight-of-hand  experts,  to  optical  illusion,  or  to 
trickery  with  the  connivance  of  another  person  who  is  in  the 
plot  with  the  medium.  However,  there  are  many  famous  cases 
on  record  where  highly   skeptical,   world-famous   scientists 

179 


180  THE  PSYCHIC  LIFE 

made  every  possible  test  of  physical  mediumship  under  the 
most  strictly  controlled  conditions — and  were  converted  from 
disbelievers  to  more  or  less  ardent  propagandists  for  the 
cause. 

Among  the  examples  of  physical  mediumship  explored  by 
President  Lincoln  are  the  two  seances  summarized  here.  One 
of  these  took  place  in  the  White  House  early  in  April  of 
1863.  In  its  Sunday  edition  of  February  7th,  1909,  The  Chi- 
cago Tribune  carried  an  account  of  the  seance  as  it  had  been 
reported  a  few  days  after  it  occurred  by  one  of  those  who 
attended  it  with  President  Lincoln.  On  this  event  the  Tribune 
commented  as  follows: 


SEANCE  AT  WHITE  HOUSE 

To  persons  inclined  to  be  incredulous  as  to  occult  and 
psychic  matters,  it  has  always  seemed  strange  that  so  practi- 
cal a  life  as  that  of  Abraham  Lincoln  should  be  in  any  wise 
interwoven  with  such  things  as  dreams,  premonitions,  and 
Spiritualism.  But  more  than  abundant  evidence  remains  to 
show  that  from  the  beginning  Lincoln  was  surrounded  by  the 
weird  and  the  uncanny. 

Perhaps  the  extraordinary  national  struggle  which  he  so 
thoroughly  typified  during  his  later  years  was  partially  re- 
sponsible for  this.  For  students  of  history  and  psychology  have 
long  since  shown  the  peculiar  susceptibility  of  individuals  and 
peoples  alike  to  phenomena  of  a  psychic  nature  at  times  of 
great  tension.  The  slavery  issue  was  already  hovering  like  a 
shadow  over  the  nation  when  Lincoln  was  born.  It  had  more 
or  less  to  do,  as  the  Biographer  Binns  shows  so  aptly,  in  the 
continued  meanderings  of  Lincoln's  father.  It  surrounded  Lin- 
coln as  he  grew  up  to  manhood  and  it  finally  so  worked  its 
way  into  his  nature  that  it  needed  but  the  repeal  of  the 
Missouri  Compromise  Act  to  make  him  the  inevitable  na- 
tional spokesman. 
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Therefore,  when  it  is  recalled  that  personal  sorrow  and 
personal  struggle  overshadowed  his  own  life,  it  is  hardly  to 
be  wondered  at  that  both  he  and  his  relationship  to  his  coun- 
try should  be  invested  with  things  strange  and  unnatural. 
Perhaps  someday  when  there  has  been  a  sufficient  lapse  of 
time  some  new  Shakespeare  will  arise  to  preach  upon  this 
aspect  of  Luicoln  as  the  Shakespeare  of  England  treated 
similar  aspects  in  the  lives  of  Caesar,  Hamlet,  and  other 
characters  of  history. 

A  writer  from  Washington,  under  date  of  April  23,  1863, 
says:  "A  few  evenings  since  Abraham  Lincoln,  president  of 
the  United  States,  was  induced  to  give  a  spiritual  soiree  in  the 
crimson  room  at  the  White  House  to  test  the  wonderful 
alleged  supernatural  powers  of  Mr.  Charles  E.  Shockle.  It 
was  my  good  fortune,  as  a  friend  of  the  medium,  to  be  present, 
the  party  consisting  of  the  President,  Mrs.  Lincoln,  Mr. 
Welles,  Mr.  Stanton,  Mr.  L.  of  New  York,  and  Mr.  F.  of 
Philadelphia.  We  took  our  seats  in  the  circle  about  8  o'clock, 
but  the  president  was  called  away  shortly  after  the  manifes- 
tations commenced,  and  the  spirits,  which  apparently  had 
assembled  to  convince  him  of  their  power,  gave  visible  tokens 
of  their  displeasure  at  the  president's  absence  by  pinching 
Mr.  Stanton's  ears  and  twitching  Mr.  WeUes'  beard.  He  soon 
returned,  but  it  was  some  time  before  harmony  was  restored, 
for  the  mishaps  to  the  secretaries  caused  such  bursts  of  laugh- 
ter that  the  influence  was  unpropitious.  For  some  half  hour 
the  demonstrations  were  of  a  physical  character — tables  were 
moved  and  the  picture  of  Henry  Clay  which  hangs  on  the 
wall  was  swayed  more  than  a  foot,  and  two  candelabra,  pre- 
sented by  the  Bey  of  Algiers  to  President  Adams,  were  twice 
raised  nearly  to  the  ceiling. 

"It  was  nearly  9  o'clock  before  Shockle  was  fully  under 
spiritual  influence,  and  so  powerful  were  the  subsequent  mani- 
festations that  twice  during  the  evening  restoratives  were 
applied,  for  he  was  much  weakened,  and  though  I  took  no 
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notes  I  shall  endeavor  to  give  you  as  faithful  an  account  as 
possible  of  what  took  place. 

"Loud  rappings  about  9  o'clock  were  heard  directly  be- 
neath the  president's  feet,  and  Mr.  Shockle  stated  that  an 
Indian  desired  to  communicate." 

[Because  of  its  length,  I  will  give  extracts  from  the  rest  of 
the  Tribune  story.] 

"'Well,  sir,'  Lincoln  replied,  with  characteristic  humor,  1 
should  be  very  happy  to  hear  what  His  Indian  Majesty  has 
to  say.  We  have  recently  had  a  visitation  from  our  Red 
Brethren,  and  it  was  the  only  delegation — black,  white,  or 
blue — which  did  not  volunteer  some  advice  about  the  conduct 
of  the  war!' 

"The  medium  asked  for  pencil  and  paper,  which  were 
placed  in  plain  sight  on  a  table,  then  covered  by  Mr.  Stanton's 
handkerchief.  In  a  moment  the  sitters  heard  several  knocks, 
and  the  handkerchief  was  removed,  revealing  a  message  writ- 
ten on  the  paper:  'Haste  makes  waste,  but  delays  cause  vexa- 
tions. Give  vitality  by  energy.  Use  every  means  to  subdue. 
Proclamations  are  useless;  make  a  bold  front  and  fight  the 
enemy;  leave  traitors  at  home  to  the  care  of  loyal  men.  Less 
note  of  preparation.  Less  policy  talk.  More  action!'  The 
name  signed  was  Henry  Knox,  and  he  said  he  had  been  the 
first  Secretary  of  War. 

"'Oh,  yes!'  the  President  said.  'General  Knox.'  He  turned 
to  his  Secretary  of  War.  'That  message  is  for  you,  Stanton. 
It's  from  your  predecessor.'  When  Stanton  did  not  answer, 
Lincoln  continued:  'I  should  like  to  ask  General  Knox  if  it 
is  within  the  scope  of  his  ability  to  tell  us  when  this  rebellion 
will  be  put  down.' 

"Again,  the  writing  appeared  on  a  paper  under  the  hand- 
kerchief. In  a  single  paragraph  advice  was  given  by  five 
communicators  purporting  to  be  Franklin,  Washington,  La- 
fayette, Wilberforce — and  Napoleon.  It  was  couched  in  rather 
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general  terms,  and  each  of  the  five  views  expressed  contra- 
dicted the  other  four. 

"The  President  Hstened  while  the  message  was  read,  then 
remarked:  'Opinions  differ  among  the  spirits  as  well  as  among 
humans,  among  saints  as  among  sinners.  They  don't  seem 
to  understand  running  the  machines  among  the  celestials 
much  better  than  we  do.  Their  talk  and  advice  sound  a  good 
deal  like  the  talk  of  my  Cabinet.  Don't  you  think  so,  Mr. 
Welles?' 

"'Well.  ...  I  don't  know.  .  .  .'  the  embarrassed  Welles 
replied.  T  will  think  the  matter  over  and  see  what  conclusions 
to  arrive  at.  .  .  .' 

"Immediately  the  alphabet  was  called  for  and  heavy  raps 
spelled  out.  That's  what's  the  matter!' 

"While  Welles  stroked  his  beard,  and  everyone  else 
laughed,  the  President  commented:  That  means,  Mr.  Welles, 
that  you  are  apt  to  be  long-winded,  and  to  think  the  nearest 
way  home  is  the  longest  way  round.  Short  cuts  in  war  times! 
I  wish  the  spirits  could  tell  me  how  to  catch  the  Alabama!' 

"At  this  point  the  lights  became  much  dimmer,  and  an 
extraordinary  sea  view  materialized  on  a  large  mirror  over 
the  mantel-piece.  It  was  a  beautiful  picture  of  the  Alabama, 
in  full  flight  from  a  pursuing  steamer.  In  the  distance  were 
two  merchantmen,  partly  destroyed  by  fire.  This  picture  dis- 
solved on  the  mirror,  and  another  appeared.  This  time  the 
Alabama  was  lying,  at  anchor,  under  the  walls  of  a  fort  from 
which  an  EngHsh  flag  waved.  There  was  not  a  sign  of  life  on 
the  vessel. 

"Again  the  picture  dissolved,  and  letters  appeared:  The 
EngHsh  people  demand  this  of  England's  aristocracy.' 

"The  President  interpreted  this  to  mean  that  England  would 
finally  seize  the  Alabama.  Then  he  spoke  to  Welles.  'It  may 
be  possible,'  he  said.  'Don't  let  one  less  monitor  or  gunboat 
be  bulk!' 
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"At  this,  the  raps  again  spelled  out,  That's  what's  the 
matter!' 

"'I  see,  I  see!'  Mr.  Lincoln  commented.  'Well,  it's  not 
complimentary  to  our  Navy,  anyhow.' 

"Mr.  Welles,  appearing  somewhat  flustered,  protested: 
'We've  done  our  best.  Mr.  President.  I  am  maturing  a  plan 
which,  when  perfected.  ...  I  think,  if  it  works  out  well  .  .  . 
will  be  a  perfect  trap  for  the  Alabama.' 

"After  the  seance,  the  President  told  the  medium  he  had 
seen  and  heard  strange  things,  and  that  he  was  convinced 
the  supernatural  pictures  they  had  seen  were  'Heavenly.' " 

An  outstanding  example  of  levitation  occurred  on  February 
5th,  1863,  at  the  same  seance  where  'old  Dr.  Bamford'  had 
advised  the  President  through  Nettie  Colburn  to  visit  the 
troops  at  a  time  of  serious  disorders  at  the  front.  However,  it 
was  not  Miss  Nettie  who  was  chiefly  responsible  for  this 
unusually  well  attested-to  manifestation,  although  she  was 
present  and  her  power  might  have  contributed  to  the  success 
of  the  demonstration.  The  actual  medium  in  the  case  was 
Mrs.  Belle  Miller,  daughter  of  the  Lauries  in  whose  home 
the  seance  was  held. 

After  Lincoln  had  promised  to  act  upon  Dr.  Bamford's 
advice,  and  Miss  Colburn's  trance  had  ended,  Mrs.  Miller 
began  to  play  upon  a  large,  old  fashioned,  ponderous  grand 
piano  which  stood  in  the  room.  As  she  played,  the  piano 
began  to  rise  and  fall  in  perfect  time  with  the  music.  At  Mr. 
Laurie's  suggestion,  his  daughter  tried  standing  about  an 
arm's  length  from  the  piano  and  placing  her  right  hand  upon 
it.  Lincoln  then  placed  a  hand  underneath  the  huge  instru- 
ment, with  Mrs.  Miller's  left  hand  over  his.  Despite  this 
proof  that  no  normal  strength  or  pressure  was  being  used, 
the  piano  rose  and  feU  several  times  at  her  bidding. 

According  to  one  eye  witness,  the  furious  gyrations  of  the 
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piano  were  so  unbelievable  that  a  careful  examination  was 
made  of  the  piano,  the  floor  on  which  it  stood,  and  the  room. 
Nothing  was  discovered  which  could  explain  this  apparent 
defiance  of  the  laws  of  gravity,  nor  was  there  any  sign  of  in- 
jury to  the  floor  where  the  piano  had  jumped  about  as  if  it 
were  doing  some  strange,  savage  dance. 

"I  think,"  said  the  President  at  last,  with  his  characteristic 
quaint  smile,  "I  think  we  can  hold  that  instrument  down!" 

He  immediately  climbed  upon  the  piano  and  sat  there, 
with  his  long  legs  dangling  over  the  side.  He  was  followed  at 
once  by  Mr.  Somes,  Colonel  Kase,  and  a  Cavalry  Major  from 
the  Army  of  the  Potomac.  Everyone  agreed  with  the  President 
that  the  added  weight  of  these  four  really  heavy  men  would 
certainly  checkmate  whatever  invisible  power  was  being  used 
to  levitate  the  piano. 

For  a  few  moments  it  looked  as  if  they  were  right.  Then, 
Nettie  Colburn  said  afterward,  she  felt  a  strange  surge  of 
energy  which  arose  within  her,  then  ebbed  away  and  left 
her  feeling  quite  faint.  At  the  same  time  Mrs.  Miller  touched 
the  keys  of  the  piano  again.  With  the  sounding  of  a  musical 
chord,  the  piano  rose  once  more  from  the  floor  and  remained 
suspended  in  the  air  for  several  minutes,  in  full  view  of  every- 
one. Then  it  wobbled  about  until  the  sitters  were  glad  to 
"vacate  the  premises." 

According  to  the  description  Lincoln  gave  his  aide,  Na- 
thaniel W.  Stephenson,  the  piano  "performed  all  manner  of 
gyrations"  before  it  finally  resumed  its  normal  position  on 
the  floor.  The  President  stated  that  he  was  satisfied  there 
could  have  been  no  mechanical  contrivance  used,  and  that 
the  phenomenon  had  been  caused  by  some  "invisible  power." 
Several  sworn  statements  are  on  record  from  witnesses  of 
this  strange  manifestation  of  an  unknown  force. 

There  is  an  amusing  and  characteristic  "Lincoln  ending" 
to  the  story  of  the  piano.  Mr.  Somes  was  a  little  worried 
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about  telling  anyone  the  things  he  had  just  seen.  These  are 
his  words,  as  Mrs.  Maynard  reports  them:  "When  I  have  re- 
lated to  my  acquaintances,  Mr.  President,  that  which  I  have 
experienced  tonight,  they  will  tell  me,  with  a  knowing  look 
and  a  wise  demeanor,  'You  were  just  psychologized,  Somes!' 
They  will  say,  as  a  matter  of  fact — versus  fancy — that  I  did 
not  see  what  in  reality  I  did  see!" 

"You  should  bring  such  a  person  here,"  Lincoln  replied 
gravely.  "And  when  the  piano  seems  to  rise,  have  him  slip 
his  foot  under  the  leg  and  be  convinced  (doubtless)  by  the 
weight  of  evidence  resting  upon  his  understanding.'* 

"When  the  laughter  caused  by  this  sally  had  subsided," 
Mrs.  Maynard  writes,  "the  President  sank  wearily  into  an 
armchair,  the  old  tired,  anxious  look  returning  to  his  face." 

Colonel  Kase,  whom  we  have  met  before,  has  left  a  con- 
firmation of  the  piano  story,  also  a  statement  concerning  the 
psychic  background  of  the  Emancipation  Proclamation.  He 
was  one  of  those  present  at  the  seance  related  by  Nettie 
Colburn  (Maynard).  He  described  the  medium  as  a  young 
girl  who  spoke,  with  her  eyes  closed,  directly  to  the  President. 
To  quote  from  Colonel  Kase's  story: 

"'Sir,'  the  medium  began,  'you  were  called  to  the  position 
you  occupy  for  a  very  great  purpose.'  She  lectured  the  Presi- 
dent for  a  full  hour  and  a  half,  dwelling  strongly  on  the 
importance  of  the  emancipation  of  the  slaves,  saying  that 
the  war  could  not  end  unless  slavery  was  abolished.  Among 
other  things  she  prophesied  that  from  the  time  of  the  issuing 
of  the  Emancipation  Proclamation  there  would  be  no  reverses 
to  the  Union  Army.  The  President  listened  with  the  greatest 
attention  throughout  her  discourse.  It  was  a  scene  that  would 
never  be  erased  from  the  memory,  bringing  to  mind  the 
passage  in  the  Scriptures  where  the  head  of  the  nation  was 
being  taught  wisdom  of  babes  and  sucklings." 
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From  his  participation  in  several  sittings,  Colonel  Kase 
drew  the  following  conclusion: 

"Sufficient  to  say,  I  was  fully  assured  within  my  own  mind 
that  the  various  spiritual  manifestations  witnessed,  together 
with  information  received  on  the  subject,  fully  convinced 
President  Lincoln  of  the  necessity  of  issuing  this  great  Procla- 
mation. I  believe  we  had  twenty-six  battles  after  this  great 
event  (January  first,  1863)  and  they  were  all  successful  on 
the  Union  side,  except  one  or  two  unimportant  skirmishes." 

I  think  the  facts  presented  in  this  and  other  chapters  will 
amply  justify  the  considered  judgment  of  Sylvan  Muldoon, 
business  man,  volunteer  psychic  researcher  for  many  years, 
and  author  of  several  books  on  various  subjects,  including 
psychic  phenomena.  In  a  book  published  in  1947,  Psychic 
Experiences  of  Famous  People,  he  states  unequivocally: 

"An  extensive  study  of  all  available  material  shows  that 
Lincoln  himself  believed  that  he  was  the  subject  of  some 
special  decree,  created  by  an  intelligence  beyond  his  under- 
standing, and  he  did  not  try  to  hide  his  psychic  tendencies  but 
spoke  freely  of  them.  .  .." 

As  we  have  seen,  he  also  spoke  freely  of  his  experiences 
with  others  who  had  psychic  powers.  He  made  no  secret  of 
his  strange  dreams,  not  even  when  they  foretold  his  own 
death.  He  would  surely  have  agreed  with  a  recent  statement 
by  Dr.  J.  B.  Rhine,  Director  of  the  Parapsychology  Labora- 
tory at  Duke  University  and  author  of  New  World  of  the 
Mind.  In  a  Reader's  Digest  article  on  prophetic  dreams 
(March,  1955),  Dr.  Rhine  cites  Lincoln's  famous  dream 
about  the  funeral  in  the  White  House,  and  reports  on  other 
cases  in  his  "laboratory  collection"  where  dreams  did  "come 
true".  This  is  his  conclusion: 

"The  scientific  tests  that  were  initiated  by  prophetic  dreams 
have  already  led  to  the  discovery  of  a  new  fact  about  the 
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human  mind,  a  discovery  so  radical  as  to  call  for  an  eventual 
revolution  in  basic  human  thought.  Perhaps  the  most  signifi- 
cant fact  that  has  emerged  is  this:  there  is  now  known  to  be 
present  in  human  personahty  an  aspect  that  is  unbounded  by 
the  space  and  time  of  matter — hence  a  non-physical  or  spir- 
itual aspect.  Its  boundaries  and  its  capacity  for  growth  may 
well  be  beyond  the  limits  of  our  present  powers  to  conceive." 


Chapter  5 
SEEK  AND  YE  SHALL  FIND 


IN  November  of  1955  I  went  to  the  Library  of  Congress  to 
continue  my  search  for  evidence  of  Abraham  Lincoln's 
interest  in  spiritism.  Although  I  had  a  quantity  of  authentic 
material,  I  needed  a  little  more.  It  was  a  most  illuminating 
experience,  as  I  had  not  realized  what  a  vast  amount  of  Lin- 
coln literature,  gift  collections,  and  original  manuscripts  they 
have  within  those  marble  walls. 

My  trip  proved  to  be  quite  rewarding,  as  I  found  several 
excellent  additions  to  my  material.  I  went  through  great 
quantities  of  books,  magazines,  and  newspapers,  and  I  con- 
stantly came  across  references  to  the  fact  that  Lincoln  was 
"superstitious,"  or  "occult."  One  author  called  him  an  "in- 
telligent mystic."  Mr.  Henry  C.  Whitney  of  the  Circuit  Court 
who  knew  the  President  well  says  of  him,  ".  .  .  in  short  his 
character  might  be  defined  as  a  combination  of  many  antithe- 
ses; some  obvious,  some  perplexing,  others  occult." 

The  most  important  of  my  discoveries  was  an  article  writ- 
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ten  by  Jay  Monaghan  in  the  Illinois  State  Historical  Society 
Journal.  It  is  entitled  Was  Abraham  Lincoln  Really  a  Spir- 
itualist? Although  it  is  somewhat  disparaging,  and  he  calls 
those  who  have  written  books  about  Lincoln's  interest  in 
Spiritualism  "detractors,"  he  is  extremely  fair  in  his  quest  for 
proof.  I  value  Mr.  Monaghan's  opinion  very  much,  and  in 
spite  of  his  own  personal  antagonism  for  the  subject  in  gen- 
eral, he  makes  several  important  statements  I  am  most  happy 
to  have.  He  says,  "There  is  some  evidence  to  show  that 
Lincoln  did  attend  several  seances."  He  then  quotes  in  detail 
from  Dr.  Fayette  Hall's  book,  The  Copperhead,  or  The  Secret 
Political  History  of  our  Civil  War,  Unveiled. 

Before  Dr.  Hall  wrote  his  sardonic  work  on  Spiritualism, 
he  made  the  acquaintance  of  all  the  mediums  who  were 
close  to  Abraham  Lincoln,  and  pronounced  their  supernormal 
demonstrations  genuine.  The  statement  that  Dr.  Hall  con- 
sidered the  seances  of  Nettie  Colburn  Maynard  and  others 
genuine  was  important  to  me,  for  what  I  needed  most  were 
actual  reports  of  witnesses  who  had  attended  some  of  those 
seances. 

During  a  personal  interview  with  the  President — which 
Hall  says  he  did  not  enjoy — he  became  convinced  that  Lin- 
coln was  being  influenced  by  bad  spirits  who  were  devilish 
in  nature,  since  he  cas  certain  that  no  honorable  spirits 
would  require  the  President  to  violate  his  oath  and  obligation, 
and  perjure  himself  to  obey  and  carry  out  their  orders  by 
employing  the  Army  and  the  sword. 

Mr.  Monaghan  thinks  Dr.  Hall's  work  is  valuable  for  the 
personal  information  it  contains  about  Lincoln's  Spiritualist 
acquaintances,  and  its  corroborating  evidence  for  the  detailed 
Nettie  Colburn  Maynard  seances.  He  concludes  that  the  state- 
ments of  Mrs.  Maynard,  then  confirmed  by  Fayette  Hall — 
despite  the  fact  that  he  did  not  like  her — and  by  the  news- 
paper testimony  of  S.  E.  Kase,  form  the  real  and  only  sub- 
stantial foundation  for  the  stories  about  Lincoln  and  Spir- 
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itualism.  Here  I  must  partially  disagree  with  Mr.  Monaghan. 
I  think  I  have  ample  evidence  from  other  sources  of  Lincoln's 
interest  in  the  subject. 

I  should  like  to  quote  another  item  from  Mr.  Monaghan's 
article  which  also  impressed  me  as  very  valuable:  "On  Feb- 
ruary 5th,  1863,  Mrs.  Lincoln  sent  word  to  Nettie  Colburn 
(Maynard)  to  join  a  circle  at  the  home  of  Mrs.  Laurie,  a 
well-known  Washingtonian.  The  President  did  not  plan  to 
attend.  The  guests  included  Congressman  Somes  from  Maine, 
and  S.  E.  Kase,  the  Philadelphian  seeking  a  railroad  fran- 
chise, John  W.  Forney  the  journalist,  and  Fayette  Hall.  Three 
of  the  guests  corroborated  the  details  of  this  meeting,  thus 
establishing  its  authenticity  as  definitely  as  many  accepted 
facts  in  history.  To  everyone's  surprise,  the  President  attended 
the  party." 

Dr.  Hall  recounts  the  famous  waltzing  piano  story.  Mr. 
Monaghan  says:  "Lincoln's  only  allegation  of  belief  in  the 
occult  was  the  remark  that  he  was  'perfectly  satisfied  that  the 
motion  was  caused  by  some  invisible  power.'  Certainly  no  one 
will  question  that  statement."  Again  Mr.  Monaghan  speaks 
of  a  sitting  with  Mrs.  Maynard,  and  then  adds  an  important 
remark:  "Had  this  been  Lincoln's  last  experience  with  the 
cult,  there  would  be  no  question  about  his  attitude  towards 
it,  but  within  two  or  three  months  he  is  reported  to  have  been 
present  at  another  seance — the  famous  one  which  has  been 
the  foundation  for  most  of  the  Lincoln  stories." 

"For  almost  eighty  years,"  Monaghan  writes,  "Abraham 
Lincoln  detractors  have  maintained  that  the  Emancipator 
was  a  Spiritualist,  a  mystic  ruled  by  spirit  rappings  from  un- 
seen hands.  Since  the  Civil  War,  few  decades  have  passed 
without  some  esoteric  and  generally  privately  printed  account 
of  seances  in  the  White  House  during  the  war  years.  Lincoln's 
law  partner,  William  Herndon  enhanced  the  probability  of 
such  tales  by  asserting  that  Lincoln  was  superstitious,  that  he 
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consulted  a  voodoo  fortune  teller,  that  he  attached  peculiar 
significance  to  dreams  and  to  a  double  image  of  himself  in 
a  mirror  (Ward  Lamon,  Recollections  of  Abraham  Lincoln) 
and  that  he  once  took  his  son  to  Terre  Haute  to  be  treated 
for  a  mad  dog  bite  with  a  magic  stone.  (Paul  M.  Angle  Hern- 
don's  Life  of  Lincoln).  Such  stories,  if  true,  should  be  viewed 
in  the  Hght  of  Lincoln's  time.  Was  he  more  superstitious  than 
the  people  of  his  age,  and  does  it  necessarily  follow  that  he 
believed  in  the  philosophy  of  spirituaUsm  with  its  recognized 
'mediums'  under  control  of  spirits  who  spoke  through  them 
and  sometimes  came  visibly  into  the  seance  chamber?  The 
evidence  is  meager."  But  it  does  not  seem  so  "meager"  if 
we  remember  the  efforts  made  by  most  of  his  friends  to  hide 
the  facts  from  the  public. 

In  his  article,  Mr.  Monaghan  gives  a  list  of  books  with 
reference  to  Lincoln's  interest  in  spiritualism.  Among  them 
is  one  written  by  J.  J.  Fitzgerrell  called  Lincoln  was  a  Spir- 
itualist, which  Mr.  Monaghan  says  "contains  nothing  not 
published  before  elsewhere."  However,  in  looking  through 
the  book,  I  found  a  story  I  had  not  seen  before.  It  was  re- 
portedly taken  from  the  Inner  Life  of  Abraham  Lincoln  by 
F.  B.  Carpenter — a  book  which  I  have  read  carefully,  and 
which  has  been  reprinted  under  several  titles  and  in  many 
editions.  These  are  all  slightly  different,  which  is  probably 
why  I  failed  to  see  the  story  before.  I  doubt  whether  Mr. 
Fitzgerell  would  have  quoted  it  unless  he  had  seen  it  in  print. 

According  to  him,  Mr.  Carpenter  wrote:  "I  am  not  pre- 
pared to  say  that  Mr.  Lincoln  was  a  spiritualist.  I  do  know 
that  he  had  faith  and  spiritual  comfort,  and  believed  we  were 
in  a  measure  directed  by  spiritual  teachers  and  guidance."  It 
is  a  well  established  fact  that  several  times  a  week  during  the 
summer  of  1861,  the  President  attended  the  seances  of  Mrs. 
Stewart  in  Georgetown.  With  a  few  gentlemen  friends  they 
took  a  cab  to  a  point  near  her  residence  where  the  cab  was 
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dismissed.  He  with  his  companions  and  a  few  friends  from 
different  quarters  met  by  appointment  for  these  seances. 

"This  we  have  on  unimpeachable  sworn  testimony  of  Cap- 
tain Keffer,  now  of  Philadelphia,  who  frequently  met  the 
President  that  summer  in  Colonel  Baker's  tent,  which  was 
then  located  about  halfway  between  Washington  and  Bladens- 
burg,  where  the  Colonel's  California  Regiment  was  stationed. 
Captain  Keffer  was  known  by  President  Lincoln  to  be  a  Spir- 
itualist. He  was  detailed  for  duty,  and  had  charge  of  a  squad 
of  soldiers  in  the  Washington  Guards,  and  was  instructed  to 
guard  Mr.  Lincoln  two  or  three  times  a  week  on  his  visits  to 
Georgetown.  The  Captain  tells  us  in  his  affidavit  how  he 
learned  that  these  meetings  were  seances  given  by  a  young 
man  in  attendance.  These  services  were  held  from  two  to 
three  times  a  week  during  August  and  September  in  1861." 

Many  of  the  contemporary  articles  written  about  the  White 
House  seances  were  filled  with  venom  and  animosity,  criti- 
cizing the  President  and  declaring  that  he  was  directing  the 
war  by  means  of  spirit  rappings.  The  very  fact  that  they  were 
written  at  all,  and  publicized,  shows  how  much  rumor  and 
common  talk  there  was  abroad  at  the  time. 
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Chapter  6 
SPIRIT  RAPPINGS  IN  WASHINGTON 


IN  A  book  called  Interior  Causes  of  the  War.  The  Nation 
Demoralized  and  its  President  a  Spirit  Rapper^  by  a  Citi- 
zen of  Ohio,  the  author  says:  "In  Leviticus,  Chapter  XIX  and 
XX  we  read  of  'Familiar  Spirits,'"  and  in  Ephesus,  I  and  II 
of  'the  power  of  the  air.'  Many  of  the  spirits  now  communi- 
cating are  no  doubt  of  the  familiar  kind,  for  in  their  com- 
munications they  are  often  so  familiar  and  trifling  as  much 
to  discredit  belief,  but  with  their  vanity  and  familiarity  there 
is  often  associated  a  vengeance  which  discloses  a  character 
more  demoniac  than  familiar. 

"The  War  is  upon  us  and  these  spirits  have  indeed  been  re- 
sponsible by  preparing  the  minds  of  men  for  its  inauguration. 
And,  through  a  President  and  his  advisers  whom  they  control, 
they  are  hurrying  the  country  on  to  its  destruction.  On  this 
point  our  general  knowledge  of  the  subject  leaves  us  no  room 
for  doubting.  But  in  addition  thereto,  we  are  informed,  by 
persons  who  profess  to  understand  the  secret  condition  of 
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things  at  Washington,  that  Mr.  Lincoln  is  not  only  a  Spir- 
itualist of  the  Abolitionist  school,  but  has  his  media  around 
him,  and  has  been  from  the  beginning  of  his  term  directing 
the  war  under  the  direction  of  spirit  rappings. 

"Robert  Dale  Owen,  of  Indiana,  Judge  Edmonds  of  New 
York,  and  Andrew  Jackson  Davis  of  New  Jersey,  are  said  to 
be  almost  constantly  around  him,  advising  him  from  the  spirit 
world,  and  urging  him  on  in  his  abolition  death-dealing  policy. 
But  it  is  not  alone  in  these  uncommissioned  advisers  that  Mr. 
Lincoln  finds  Spiritualistic  support,  nor  are  they  their  coun- 
try's worst  enemies  for  they  are  honest  enough  to  declare  their 
reasons  with  their  designs.  But  in  the  Cabinet  and  in  Congress, 
and  in  various  other  official  positions  are  many  other  men 
equally  adherent  to  the  rappings,  but  without  the  same  honesty 
to  declare  their  secret  springs  of  action. 

"Senator  Chase,  Senator  Wade  and  Joshua  R.  Giddings, 
all  of  this  State,  are  (if  their  Spiritualistic  friends  may  be 
relied  upon)  men  of  this  particular  stamp.  Mr.  Wade's  wife 
is  said  to  be  one  of  the  best  mediums  in  Ohio,  and  through 
her  he  is  said  to  be  kept  advised  of  interior  objects.  Messers. 
Chase  and  Giddings  may  not  be  so  fortunate  in  their  families, 
but  a  little  inquiry  either  at  Cincinnati  or  Columbus,  Ohio, 
will  disclose  the  fact  that  both  have  for  years  been  consulting 
the  rappings.  Mr.  Greeley  of  the  Tribune,  may  also  be  in- 
cluded in  the  same  list,  although  he  voluntarily  appeared  in 
his  paper  some  years  ago,  and  renounced  all  his  faith  in  the 
communications  which  he  once  entertained.  But  his  renuncia- 
tion, we  have  understood,  was  made  only  for  a  disguise  in 
order  that  he  might  operate  more  effectively  on  the  public 
mind." 

There  were  many  well-known  people  who  attended  seances 
at  the  White  House.  Among  them  was  Horace  Greeley,  who 
was  much  interested  in  the  subject.  After  the  Spiritualistic 
performance  at  the  Laurie's,  Mr.  Greeley  was  immediately 
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informed  of  the  result.  His  daughter  published  an  interesting 
story  about  her  father  in  the  Ladies  Home  Journal  in  which 
she  wrote  that  while  her  father  stood  by  the  grave  of  her 
mother  he  remarked,  'In  a  month  that  grave  will  open  for 
me.'  It  was  about  a  month  later  that  Mr.  Greeley  was  buried. 
{The  Carrier  Dove,  March,  1893.)  Henry  Ward  Beecher  has 
also,  through  his  paper  Independent,  volunteered  testimony, 
not  of  his  spiritual  reliance,  but  of  his  being  spiritually  in- 
fluenced in  his  preachings.  Such  a  denial,  of  course,  extends 
but  a  little  way  and  there  leaves  the  apprehension  that  the 
greatest  point,  the  question  of  reliance  on  the  rappings,  has 
been  intentionally  omitted. 

"Mr.  Lincoln  is  by  no  means  neglectful  of  his  SpirituaUstic 
friends,  nor  is  he  adverse  to  having  them  around  him,  a  fact 
which  may  not  only  be  seen  in  his  social  relations,  as  above 
noticed,  but  in  his  particular  attention  to  'Progressive  Friends' 
(a  name  for  his  kind  of  Spiritualist).  It  is  the  appointment  of 
a  trance  lecturer  to  a  position  at  Washington  within  hailing 
distance  of  the  President's  mansion. 

"Since  writing  the  above,  the  newspapers  of  the  day  have 
very  fortunately  come  to  our  support  by  presenting  us,  under 
executive  permission,  exclusive  evidence  of  the  fact  that  Mr. 
Lincoln,  at  least  a  portion  of  his  Cabinet  and  editorial  sup- 
porters, are  now  holding  spiritual  circles  in  the  Presidential 
mansion  and  consulting  spirits  in  regard  to  the  projects  and 
conduct  of  the  War.  Numerous  reports  are  before  the  country, 
but  that  of  the  Boston  Gazette,  dated  Washington,  April, 
1863,  is  probably  the  most  complete,  although  others  are 
clear  in  presenting  the  point  that  the  President  and  his  con- 
stitutional advisers  are  now  employed  in  consulting  the  rap- 
pings. Mr.  Lincoln,  we  are  well  advised,  is  as  confirmed  a 
Spiritualist  as  there  is  in  the  United  States.  But  let  it  not  be 
supposed,  in  view  of  these  strictures,  that  we  censure  Mr. 
Lincoln  for  believing  that  spirits  actually  communicate.  This 
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would  be  grossly  unjust  for  instead  of  censuring  him  for  such 
belief,  he  has  our  full  approval  in  this  particular.  We  have 
heard  many  details  of  Mr.  Lincoln's  spiritual  experiences, 
all  of  which  go  to  prove  that  he  has  had  many  clear  and  con- 
vincing tests  of  spiritual  presence. 

"Judge  Edmonds  has  recently  appeared  in  the  public  print 
and  denied  the  accusation  of  his  being  one  of  Mr.  Lincoln's 
spiritual  advisors.  For  this  we  give  him  credit,  for  our  informa- 
tion of  the  fact  lies  only  in  hearsay.  But  there  is  another  point 
connected  with  the  same  affair  floating  in  particular  circles 
which  is,  that  the  President  has  been  consulting  the  spirits 
through  the  mediumship  of  the  Judge's  daughter.  Of  this  we 
have  heard  no  denial." 

This  account  indicates  the  extent  of  contemporary  accept- 
ance of  Lincoln's  active  interest  in  the  possibility  of  spirit 
communication.  Another  important  link  in  the  chain  of  this 
evidence  is  contained  in  the  following  affidavit,  which  was 
sworn  to  by  J.  Ridgely  Martin,  M.D.  at  Maumee,  Ohio. 

"I,  J.  Ridgely  Martin,  being  duly  sworn,  depose  and  say 
that  I  knew  Abraham  Lincoln,  16th  President  of  the  United 
States;  that  I  was  a  close  neighbor  for  a  period  of  three  years 
at  Springfield,  Illinois,  studied  law  in  a  building  where  he  had 
his  office  in  the  same  city,  and  the  medium's  name  Thorp; 
that  Mr.  Lincoln  received  messages  from  his  mother  and  Ann 
Rutledge,  his  first  love.  At  the  close  of  the  seance  when  all 
eyes  of  the  attendants,  about  eight  in  number,  turned  to  Mr. 
Lincoln  for  an  expression  of  opinion,  the  great  man  said: 
'all  religionists  are  more  or  less  Spiritualists.'  Mr.  Lincoln 
was  a  religionist  but  was  not  a  member  of  any  denominational 
church.  This  open  expression  of  Mr.  Lincoln's  led  all  present 
to  the  belief  that  Abraham  Lincoln  was  a  Spiritualist." 

"Sworn  before  me  the  11th  day  of  October,  1926  A.D. 

J.  B.  Todd" 
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Just  to  indicate  that  Mr.  Lincoln  had  distinguished  com- 
pany in  his  interest  in  the  wave  of  supernormal  phenomena 
current  during  the  Civil  War  period,  I  should  like  to  quote 
here  from  the  Chicago  Tribue  of  February  7,  1909: 

THE  VISION  OF  CALHOUN 

Elsewhere  in  this  edition  of  the  Tribune  are  stories  of  the 
many  premonitions  and  misgivings  which  came  to  Lincoln 
personally  and  to  his  friends  and  relatives.  Herewith  follows  a 
story  which  gained  much  currency  during  the  early  part  of 
the  Civil  War,  and  which  reflects  the  extent  to  which  even 
the  most  well-tempered  men  and  women  of  the  time  were 
moved  by  phenomena  which  otherwise  probably  would  have 
made  no  impression  upon  them.  Doubtless  Lincoln  knew  of 
this  story,  and  there  are  many  testimonials  to  the  effect  that 
dozens  of  similar  stories  were  conveyed  to  him  throughout  the 
war. 

The  other  morning,  at  the  breakfast  table,  when  I,  an  un- 
observed spectator,  happened  to  be  present,  Calhoun  was 
observed  to  gaze  frequently  at  his  right  hand  and  brush  it 
with  his  left,  in  a  nervous  and  hurried  manner.  He  did  this 
so  often  that  it  excited  attention.  At  length  one  of  the  persons 
comprising  the  breakfast  party — his  name,  I  think  is  Toombs, 
and  he  is  a  member  of  Congress  from  Georgia — took  upon 
himself  to  ask  the  occasion  of  Mr.  Calhoun's  disquietude. 

"Does  your  hand  pain  you?"  he  asked  of  Mr.  Calhoun.  To 
this  Calhoun  replied,  in  a  rather  hurried  manner:  "Pshaw!  It 
is  nothing  but  a  dream  I  had  last  night,  which  makes  me  see 
perpetually  a  large  black  spot,  like  an  ink  blotch  upon  the 
back  of  my  right  hand — an  optical  illusion,  I  suppose." 

Of  course,  those  words  excited  the  curiosity  of  the  com- 
pany, but  no  one  ventured  to  beg  for  the  details  of  this  singu- 
lar dream  until  Toombs  asked  quietly:  "What  was  your  dream 
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like?  I'm  not  superstitious  about  dreams,  but  sometimes  they 
have  a  great  deal  of  truth  in  them." 

"But  this  one  was  such  a  peculiarly  absurd  dream,"  said 
Mr.  Calhoun,  again  brushing  the  back  of  his  right  hand. 
"However,  if  it  does  not  intrude  too  much  on  the  time  of  our 
friends  I  will  relate  it  to  you." 

Of  course,  the  company  were  profuse  in  their  expressions 
of  anxiety  to  know  all  about  the  dream,  and  Mr.  Calhoun 
related  it.  "At  a  late  hour  last  night"  he  began,  "as  I  was 
sitting  in  my  room,  engaged  in  writing,  I  was  astonished  by 
the  entrance  of  a  visitor  who,  without  a  word,  took  a  seat 
opposite  me  at  my  table.  This  surprised  me,  as  I  had  given 
particular  orders  to  the  servant  that  I  should  on  no  account 
be  disturbed.  The  manner  in  which  the  intruder  entered,  so 
self-possessed,  taking  his  seat  opposite  me  without  a  word, 
as  though  my  room  and  all  within  it  belonged  to  him,  excited 
in  me  as  much  surprise  as  indignation. 

"As  I  raised  my  head  to  look  into  his  features,  over  the  top 
of  my  shaded  lamp,  I  discovered  that  he  was  wrapped  in  a 
thin  cape  which  effectually  concealed  his  face  and  features 
from  my  view;  and  as  I  raised  my  head,  he  spoke:  'What  are 
you  writing.  Senator  from  South  Carolina?'  I  did  not  think 
of  his  impertinence  at  first,  but  answered  him  involuntarily: 
T  am  writing  a  plan  for  the  dissolution  of  the  American 
Union.'  You  know,  gentlemen,  I  am  expected  to  produce  a 
plan  of  dissolution  in  the  event  of  certain  contingencies. 

"To  this  the  intruder  replied  in  the  coolest  manner  pos- 
sible, 'Senator  from  Carolina,  will  you  allow  me  to  look  at 
your  hand?'  He  rose,  the  cloak  fell,  and  I  beheld  his  face.  .  .  . 
Gentlemen,  the  sight  of  that  face  struck  me  hke  a  thunder- 
clap. It  was  the  face  of  a  dead  man,  whom  extraordinary 
events  had  called  back  to  life.  The  features  were  those  of 
General  George  Washington.  He  was  dressed  in  the  Revolu- 
tionary costume,  such  as  you  see  in  the  patent  office." 
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Here  Mr.  Calhoun  paused,  apparently  agitated.  His  agita- 
tion, I  need  not  tell  you,  was  shared  by  the  company.  Toombs 
at  length  broke  the  embarrassing  pause:  "Well,  what  was  the 
issue  of  this  scene?" 

Mr.  Calhoun  resumed:  "The  intruder,  as  I  have  said,  rose 
and  asked  to  look  at  my  right  hand.  As  though  I  had  not  the 
power  to  refuse,  I  extended  it.  The  truth  is,  I  felt  a  strange 
thrill  pervade  me  at  his  touch.  He  grasped  it  and  held  it  near 
the  light,  thus  affording  full  time  to  examine  every  feature. 
It  was  the  face  of  Washington. 

"After  holding  my  hand  for  a  moment,  he  looked  at  me 
steadily  and  said  in  a  quiet  way:  'Senator  from  South  Caro- 
lina, you  would  sign  your  name  to  a  paper  declaring  the  Union 
dissolved?'  I  answered  in  the  affirmative.  *Yes,'  I  said,  *if  a 
certain  contingency  arises,  I  will  sign  my  name  to  the  Declara- 
tion of  Dissolution.'  But  at  that  moment  a  black  blotch  ap- 
peared on  the  back  of  my  hand,  which  I  seem  to  see  now. 
*What  is  that?'  I  said,  alarmed — I  know  not  why,  at  the 
blotch  on  my  hand. 

"  That,'  said  he,  dropping  my  hand,  'is  the  mark  by  which 
Benedict  Arnold  is  known  in  the  next  world.'  He  said  no 
more,  gentlemen,  but  drew  from  beneath  his  cloak  an  object 
which  he  laid  upon  the  table — laid  upon  the  very  paper 
upon  which  I  was  writing.  There,'  said  he,  'are  the  bones  of 
Isaac  Hayne,  who  was  hung  at  Charlestown  by  the  British. 
He  gave  his  life  in  order  to  establish  the  Union.  When  you 
put  your  name  to  a  Declaration  of  Dissolution,  why  you 
might  as  well  have  the  bones  of  Isaac  Hayne  before  you.  He 
was  a  South  Carolinian  and  so  are  you.  But  there  was  no 
blotch  on  his  hand.' 

"With  these  words,  the  intruder  left  the  room.  I  started 
back  from  the  contact  with  the  dead  man's  bones,  and  awoke. 
Overcome  by  labor,  I  had  fallen  asleep  and  had  been  dream- 
ing. Was  it  not  a  singular  dream?"  All  the  company  an- 
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swered  in  the  affirmative,  and  Toombs  muttered,  "Singular 
— very  singular!"  At  the  same  time  he  was  looking  curiously 
at  the  back  of  Mr.  Calhoun's  right  hand,  while  Calhoun 
placed  his  head  between  his  hands  and  seemed  buried  in 
thought. 


From  Lincoln  to  Joshua  F.  Speed.  .  .  . 

I  always  did  have  a  strong  tendency  to  mysticism.  ...  I  have  had  so 
many  evidences  of  God's  direction,  so  many  instances  when  I  have 
been  controlled  by  some  other  power  than  my  own  will,  that  I  cannot 
doubt  that  this  power  comes  from  above.  I  frequently  see  my  way 
clear  to  a  decision  when  I  am  aware  that  I  do  not  have  sufficient  facts 
upon  which  to  found  it.  But  I  cannot  recall  one  instance  in  which  I 
have  followed  my  own  judgment,  founded  upon  such  a  decision,  where 
the  results  have  been  unsatisfactory;  where  as  in  almost  every  instance 
where  I  have  yielded  to  the  views  of  others  I  have  had  occasion  to 
regret  it.  I  am  satisfied  that  when  the  Almighty  wants  me  to  do  or 
not  to  do  a  particular  thing,  He  finds  a  way  of  letting  me  know  it. 

From  Lincoln  to  a  Clergyman.  .  .  . 

If  it  were  not  for  my  firm  belief  in  an  over-ruling  Providence,  it  would 
be  difficult  for  me,  in  the  midst  of  such  complications  of  affairs,  to 
keep  my  reason  in  its  seat.  But  I  am  confident  that  the  Almighty  has 
His  plans  and  will  work  them  out;  and  whether  we  see  it  or  not,  they 
will  be  the  wisest  and  best  for  us. 


Chapter  7 

LINCOLN  THE  MYSTIC- 
DREAMS  AND  OMENS 


IT  IS  A  PITY  that  so  many  people  consider  spirit  communi- 
cation ridiculous  or  impossible.  Like  Thomas  (and  myself) 
they  must  be  shown.  Then  along  comes  a  pioneer  who  invents 
the  wireless,  or  the  still  more  incredible  television,  and  the 
skeptic  does  not  even  seem  surprised.  If  God  could  make 
this  earth  as  the  Bible  says  in  six  days,  or  even  six  eons, 
surely  he  could  make  the  paradise  which  has  been  so  vividly 
described  to  me  and  to  many  others  who  are  in  contact  with 
the  world  of  spirit. 

Abraham  Lincoln  was  not  only  a  believer  in  the  psychic 
power  of  others,  as  we  have  seen,  but  he  certainly  must  have 
been  mediumistic  himself,  in  order  to  see  the  visions  which 
appeared  to  him.  Like  most  backwoodsmen  who  live  close 
to  nature,  he  was  filled  with  mysticism  and  superstition.  "I 
was  always  superstitious,"  he  wrote  to  his  friend  Joshua  P. 
Speed  in  1842,  and  there  is  ample  evidence  that  he  remained 
so  to  the  end  of  his  life. 
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There  has  always  been  about  Lincoln  an  elusive  quality 
which  has  never  been  adequately  explained  in  the  generally 
accepted  biographies.  Many  of  the  authors  have  spoken  of 
a  depth  of  character  they  were  unable  to  fathom  satisfactorily, 
and  it  has  remained  just  that  over  the  years— something  they 
felt  but  could  not  understand. 

This  elusiveness,  it  seems  to  me,  might  well  be  rooted  in 
their  refusal  to  face  and  appreciate  the  strength  of  his  psychic 
nature,  and  the  impact  of  another  world  upon  one  so  sensitive 
to  the  higher  vibrations  unfelt  and  unseen  by  ordinary  mor- 
tals. Strangely  enough  those  interested  in  psychic  matters  in 
England — and  the  number  is  impressively  large — seem  to 
be  more  familiar  with  Lincoln's  mystic  life  than  we  are  in  his 
own  America.  That  the  English  revere  him  for  it  I  know,  as 
we  shall  when  we  too  come  of  age  psychically  as  well  as  sci- 
entifically. 

Any  adequate  treatment  of  the  mystic  and  psychic  qualities 
possessed  by  Abraham  Lincoln  would  require  a  volume — 
perhaps  several  volumes.  Consistently  throughout  his  life  these 
twin  gifts  of  the  spirit  revealed  themselves  in  his  conversa- 
tion, his  speeches,  his  letters,  and  his  daily  life.  They  pro- 
vided the  motive  for  fearless  decisions,  acts  of  inspired  states- 
manship, and  sacrifices  made  for  the  benefit  of  his  people 
and  his  country.  They  help  to  explain  the  tremendous  impact 
of  this  simple  country  lawyer  upon  the  world  of  his  time,  of 
today,  and  of  the  future.  His  whole  life  shows  that  he  was  a 
man  of  destiny.  Overwhelming  evidence  leaves  no  doubt  that 
he  himself  knew  it,  accepted  it,  and  tried  with  the  humility 
of  greatness  to  fulfill  that  destiny. 

Lincoln  made  no  secret  of  the  fact  that  he  had  symbolic 
or  prophetic  dreams,  and  that  twice  when  his  life  was  at  a 
turning  point  he  had  caught  actual  glimpses  of  something  he 
could  not  explain,  even  to  himself.  The  first  of  these  ex- 
periences came  to  him  shortly  before  he  was  nominated  for 
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the  Presidency  in  1860.  Noah  Brook,  who  knew  Lincoln 
well,  tells  the  story  in  his  Life  of  Lincoln,  quoting  the  Presi- 
dent's own  words: 

"The  political  news  was  coming  thick  and  fast  all  day,  and 
there  had  been  a  great  'hurrah,'  so  that  I  was  pretty  well 
tired  out,  and  went  home  to  rest  and  threw  myself  on  a 
lounge  in  my  chamber.  Opposite  where  I  lay  was  a  bureau 
with  a  swinging  glass,  and  looking  in  the  mirror  I  was  aston- 
ished to  see  myself  reflected,  almost  at  full  length,  but  with 
my  face  doubled.  It  had  two  separate  and  distinct  images, 
the  tip  of  the  nose  of  one  being  about  three  inches  from  the 
tip  of  the  other.  I  was  more  than  a  little  bothered,  perhaps 
startled,  and  I  got  up  and  looked  in  the  glass.  But  the  illusion 
vanished. 

"On  lying  down  again  I  saw  it  a  second  time,  plainer,  if 
possible,  than  before.  Then  I  noticed  that  one  of  the  faces 
was  paler,  much  paler,  than  the  other.  I  got  up  and  the  thing 
melted  away.  I  left,  and  in  the  excitement  of  the  hour  forgot 
all  about  it,  nearly,  but  not  quite.  For  the  thing  would  come 
up  once  in  a  while  and  give  me  a  Httle  pang,  as  though  some- 
thing uncomfortable  had  happened.  Later  in  the  day,  I  told 
my  wife  about  it,  and  a  few  days  later  I  tried  the  experiment 
again,  when,  sure  enough  the  vision  came. 

"My  wife  thought  it  was  a  sign  that  I  would  be  elected  to 
a  second  term  of  office  and  that  the  paleness  of  one  of  the 
faces  was  an  omen  that  I  should  not  live  through  the  last 
term " 

Four  years  later  Lincoln  was  to  have  a  similar  dream,  or 
"vision."  This  time  it  occurred  not  long  after  he  had  begun 
his  second  term  in  office,  and  he  spoke  of  it  to  Stephenson, 
his  aide.  Again  we  have  his  own  description  of  the  scene  in 
the  mirror. 

"I  have  seen  this  evening  what  I  saw  on  the  evening  of  my 
confirmation.  As  I  stood  before  a  mirror  I  saw  two  images 
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of  myself:  a  bright  one  in  front  and  one  that  was  pallid, 
standing  behind.  It  completely  unnerved  me.  The  bright  one, 
I  know  is  my  past,  and  the  pale  one  my  coming  life.  I  do  not 
think  I  shall  live  to  see  the  end  of  my  second  term.  .  .  ." 

When  it  came  time  to  go  East  for  the  1861  Inauguration, 
Lincoln's  friend,  Ward  Hill  Lamon,  went  along  too  as  a  body- 
guard, a  position  which  caused  him  much  anxiety  as  the 
President  took  no  precautions  whatever.  In  fact,  he  seemed 
to  find  a  keen  delight  in  stealing  out  alone  for  walks  and 
horseback  rides  where  people  would  frequently  stop  and 
talk  with  him.  In  his  Life  of  Abraham  Lincoln,  Lamon  veri- 
fies John  Hay's  account  of  the  mirror  incident,  adding  that 
the  President  had  been  haunted  by  this  strange  vision.  He 
describes  Mrs.  Lincoln's  attempt  to  joke  with  her  husband 
about  it,  and  quotes  Lincoln's  reply:  "It  seems  strange  how 
much  there  is  in  the  Bible  about  dreams.  There  are  I  think 
sixteen  chapters  in  the  Old  Testament,  and  four  or  five  in  the 
New,  in  which  dreams  are  mentioned,  and  there  are  many 
other  passages  scattered  throughout  the  Book  which  refer  to 
visions.  If  we  believe  in  the  Bible,  we  must  accept  that  in  the 
old  days  God  and  his  angels  came  to  men  in  their  sleep  and 
made  themselves  known  through  dreams." 

Mrs.  Lincoln  too  believed  in  dreams  and  omens.  It  was 
while  she  was  away  with  Tad  on  a  visit  that  she  received  the 
following  telegram  from  her  husband  which  was  reproduced 
in  Harpers  Magazine,  February,  1887: 


Mrs.  Lincoln, 
Philadelphia,  Pa. 


Executive  Mansion 

Washington,  June  9,  1863 


Think  you  better  put  Tad's  pistol  away.  I  had  an  ugly 
dream  about  him. 

A.  Lincoln 
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It  was  well  known  that  Lincoln  was  forewarned  by  pre- 
sentiments and  dreams  during  the  last  weeks  of  his  life.  Har- 
riet Beecher  Stowe,  who  claimed  that  the  Lord  had  directed 
her  to  write  Uncle  Tom's  Cabin,  stated  that  Mr.  Lincoln  had 
confided  to  her  his  certainty  that  death  was  near;  and  her 
brother,  Henry  Ward  Beecher,  said  that  Lincoln  had  known 
all  along  that  he  would  not  survive  the  war.  But  the  Presi- 
dent, being  something  of  a  fatalist,  gave  little  evidence  of 
fear.  In  spite  of  repeated  warnings  through  other  psychic 
channels,  as  well  as  his  own  premonitions  and  dreams,  he 
awaited  his  inevitable  hour  with  cahn.  As  the  date  of  the 
assassination  approached,  he  was  unusually  troubled  by 
dreams  foretelling  his  murder,  yet  he  still  refused  to  take 
extra  precautions. 

One  dream  especially  impressed  him  deeply,  and  we  have 
his  own  graphic  recital  of  it:  "I  retired  very  late.  I  had  not 
been  long  in  bed  when  I  fell  into  a  dream.  There  seemed  to 
be  a  deathlike  stillness  about  me.  Then  I  heard  subdued  sobs, 
as  if  a  large  number  of  people  were  weeping.  I  thought  I  left 
my  bed  and  wandered  downstairs. 

"I  went  from  room  to  room  in  the  White  House;  no  living 
person  was  in  sight.  But  the  same  mournful  sounds  of  distress 
met  me  as  I  passed  along.  It  was  in  all  the  rooms;  every  object 
was  familiar  to  me,  but  where  were  all  the  people  who  were 
grieving  as  if  their  hearts  would  break?  I  was  puzzled  and 
alarmed.  What  could  be  the  meaning  of  all  this? 

"Determined  to  find  the  cause  of  a  state  of  things  so 
mysterious  and  so  shocking,  I  kept  on  until  I  arrived  in  the 
East  Room,  which  I  entered.  Before  me  was  a  catafalque,  on 
which  was  a  form,  wrapped  in  funeral  vestments.  Around 
it  were  soldiers  who  were  stationed  as  guards.  There  was  a 
throng  of  people,  some  gazing  mournfully  upon  the  catafalque, 
others  weeping  pitifully. 

"  'Who  is  dead  in  the  White  House?'  I  demanded  of  one 
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of  the  soldiers.  The  President!'  was  the  answer.  'He  was 
killed  by  an  assassin!' 

"Then  came  a  loud  burst  of  grief  from  the  crowd,  which 
woke  me  from  my  dream." 

On  the  morning  of  April  14th,  1865,  Lincoln  had  break- 
fast with  his  son.  Captain  Robert  Lincoln,  and  Secretary 
Welles  of  the  Navy.  Noting  how  extremely  weary  he  looked, 
Welles  recorded  in  his  diary  what  the  President  told  him 
about  another  warning  dream  the  night  before: 

"I  had  a  warning  dream  again  last  night.  It  related  to 
water.  I  seemed  to  be  in  a  singular  and  indescribable  vessel 
that  was  moving  with  great  rapidity  toward  a  dark  and  in- 
definite shore.  I  have  always  had  this  dream  preceding  every 
great  event  of  the  war.  Victory  has  not  always  followed  this 
dream.  ...  I  think  the  dream  must  apply  to  General  Sherman 
who  is  campaigning  in  Virginia,  for  there  is  no  other  great 
event  that  I  know  of  which  is  apt  to  happen.  .  .  ." 

President  Lincoln's  dream  of  his  own  funeral,  followed  so 
quickly  by  the  symbolic  ship  dream,  went  round  the  world. 
Charles  Dickens  related  both  dreams  and  dramatized  them 
in  his  famous  lectures.  Since  then  they  have  been  retold  so 
often  that  they  have  become  a  legend  in  other  countries  as 
well  as  in  America. 

A  slightly  different  version  of  the  ship  dream  appears  in 
the  book  Abe  Lincoln — Stories  and  Speeches,  edited  in  1894 
by  J.  B.  McClure.  This  version  shows  so  clearly  Lincoln's 
power  of  psychic  interpretation  that: 

"Occuring  at  a  Cabinet  meeting  held  on  the  morning  of  the 
assassination  (April  14th),  it  was  afterward  remembered  as 
a  remarkable  circumstance.  General  Grant  was  present,  and 
during  a  lull  in  the  conversation  the  President  turned  to  him 
and  asked  if  he  had  heard  from  General  Sherman.  General 
Grant  replied  that  he  had  not,  but  was  in  hourly  expectation 
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of  receiving  dispatches  from  him  announcing  the  surrender 
of  Johnson. 

"  *Well,'  said  the  President,  'you  will  hear  very  soon  now, 
and  the  news  will  be  important.' 

"  *Why  do  you  think  so?'  said  the  General. 

"'Because,'  said  Lincoln,  'I  had  a  dream  last  night,  and 
ever  since  the  war  began  I  have  invariably  had  the  same 
dream  before  any  important  military  event  occurred.'  He 
then  instanced  Bull  Run,  Antietam  and  Gettysburg.  The 
dream  is  that  I  saw  a  ship  sailing  very  rapidly,  and  I  am  sure 
that  it  portends  some  important  national  event.' " 

Taken  together,  such  a  short  time  before  his  death,  the 
two  dreams  paint  a  vivid,  symbolic  picture  of  the  tragedy 
that  was  to  overtake  the  President  and  the  Nation  in  the 
evening  of  that  same  April  14th.  Taken  in  conjunction  with 
many  other  similar  experiences,  they  reveal  Lincoln's  startling 
awareness  both  of  his  destiny  and  the  tragedy  which  would 
end  his  life  on  earth,  when — and  only  when — he  had  fulfilled 
his  mission  there. 

When  finally  the  assassin  did  strike,  Lincoln's  untimely 
death  profoundly  shocked  the  nation  and  the  world.  Even 
Robert  Ingersoll,  the  most  brilliant  and  famous  agnostic  of 
his  day,  paid  a  magnificent  tribute  to  Lincoln's  greatness: 

"Lincoln  was  not  a  type;  he  stands  alone,  no  ancestors, 
no  fellows  and  no  successors.  Lincoln  was  a  many-sided  man. 
Acquainted  with  smiles  and  tears,  complex  in  brain,  single 
in  heart,  direct  as  light — and  his  words,  candid  as  mirrors, 
gave  the  perfect  image  of  his  thought.  He  was  never  afraid  to 
ask,  never  too  dignified  to  admit  that  he  did  not  know.  No 
man  had  keener  wit  or  kinder  humor.  He  was  not  solemn.  He 
knew  no  fear  except  the  fear  of  doing  wrong.  He  raised  his 
hands  not  to  strike  but  in  benediction.  He  longed  to  pardon. 
He  is  the  gentlest  memory  of  our  World!" 


Chapter  8 
GOD'S  MAN 


MANY  of  the  clergy  called  Abraham  Lincoln  a  prophet 
— one  inspired  by  God — for  was  he  not  martyred  on 
Good  Friday?  Easter  Sunday  sermons  all  through  the  North 
were  filled  with  the  most  eulogistic  tributes.  It  was  said  of 
him,  over  and  over  again,  that  as  Jesus  had  died  for  mankind, 
so  Abraham  Lincoln  had  died  for  his  country.  But  in  spite 
of  all  the  praise  and  glory  which  was  heaped  upon  him  by  a 
grateful  people,  he  too  was  soon  to  be  betrayed  by  friends. 
Stories  were  circulated  and  books  were  written  by  some  who 
had  been  close  to  him — all  striving  to  prove  that  he  was  an 
atheist  and  infidel;  that  he  had  no  religion  and  no  belief  in 
God. 

This  strange  distortion  of  historic  fact  has  been  carried 
down  through  many  of  Lincoln's  biographies  and  has  in- 
fluenced a  great  number  of  his  admirers.  Nevertheless,  the 
legend  concerning  his  premonitory  dreams  and  his  mysticism 
has  persisted  over  the  years.  It  has  traveled  far  and  wide, 
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carrying  with  it  a  mysterious  something  which  cannot  be 
defined,  although  its  gentleness  and  beauty  have  clung  to 
him  ever  since.  His  body  may  rest  in  Springfield,  but  his 
spirit  is  with  us  yet. 

Yes,  Abraham  Lincoln's  spirit  is  with  us  still.  It  is  said 
that  since  his  assassination  he  has  appeared  to  many  people 
in  this  country  and  in  England;  also  a  great  number  of  mes- 
sages, purporting  to  have  been  received  from  him,  have 
appeared  in  psychic  magazines  from  time  to  time.  Naturally, 
I  am  not  able  to  vouch  for  the  authenticity  of  these.  Some 
are  open  to  question,  depending  upon  the  point  of  view  of 
the  reader.  One  account  is  typical  of  the  majority  of  the 
recorded  messages  I  have  found,  and  I  am  including  it  as 
an  example  of  what  has  appeared  in  print. 

Reported  in  The  Progressive  Thinker  of  July  7th,  1927,  it 
presents  a  story  by  Mrs.  Ruth  Glenn  who  had  accompanied 
Mrs.  Julia  England,  a  Chicago  medium,  to  the  tomb  of 
Lincoln  in  Springfield,  on  the  proceeding  July  4th.  Mrs.  Glenn 
records  a  message,  which  Mrs.  England  claimed  was  from 
the  departed  Lincoln  speaking  as  follows:  "I  am  here  to  tell 
you  that  Abraham  Lincoln  is  not  dead,  he  is  arisen.  I  am 
here  to  tell  you  that  I  walk  the  streets  of  your  City,  visit 
your  Councils  as  I  did  of  yore.  I  was  a  Spiritualist  from  the 
crown  of  my  head  to  the  tip  of  my  toes." 

When  I  said  Lincoln  was  betrayed  by  his  friend,  I  was 
thinking  of  his  partner,  William  H.  Herndon,  who  was  con- 
vinced that  Lincoln  was  an  infidel,  and  said  so  most  emphati- 
cally in  his  controversial  book,  The  True  Story  of  a  Great 
Life,  which  caused  much  consternation  and  criticism  at  the 
time  it  was  published.  Herndon  never  saw  his  law  partner 
after  Lincoln  left  Springfield  for  Washington,  or  knew  the 
change  which  took  place  in  this  humble  man,  who  must  have 
questioned  his  ability  to  perform  adequately  that  which  he 
would  be  called  upon  to  undertake. 
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When  Lincoln  took  office  in  1861  he  entered  Washington 
a  strong  and  healthy  man,  but  after  five  years  of  bitter  criti- 
cism, slander,  personal  responsibility  and  fear  of  defeat  in 
the  war  he  became  stooped  of  shoulder,  furrowed  of  face, 
with  eyes  which  seemed  filled  with  unshed  tears.  Indeed,  he 
too  was  a  man  of  sorrows  who  turned  to  a  higher  force,  be- 
cause as  he  said,  "I  have  been  driven  many  times  to  my  knees 
by  the  overwhelming  conviction  that  I  had  nowhere  else  to 
go."  This  call  for  help  we  know  was  answered  abundantly. 
I  am  not  going  to  defend  Lincoln,  for  I  believe  he  needs  no 
defense,  but  I  shaU  quote  a  few  facts  which  cannot  be  denied, 
thereby  presenting  a  reasonable  approach  to  his  youthful 
'errors'  which  have  been  so  cruelly  exaggerated. 

We  all  know  of  Lincoln's  insatiable  desire  for  knowledge, 
of  how  he  would  walk  ten  miles  to  borrow  a  book,  so  it  is 
not  improbable  that  when  his  friends  were  reading  Volney's 
Ruins  of  Empire,  and  Paine's  Age  of  Reason,  which  popu- 
larized religious  skepticism,  he  must  have  read  them  too.  It 
is  even  possible  that  this  inexperienced  lad  from  the  wilder- 
ness may  have  been  temporarily  intrigued  by  the  new  philoso- 
phy. If  he  was,  he  undoubtedly  expressed  his  opinion  of  the 
books  freely,  for  at  a  later  time  village  gossip  to  this  effect 
was  to  be  used  against  him  by  Peter  Cartwright  and  others 
during  his  political  campaigns.  Some  years  afterward  Cart- 
wright  regretted  having  had  a  part  in  this. 

To  deny  such  facts  is  futile,  therefore  let  us  accept  them 
fairly  for  what  they  were,  and  behold  the  mature  Abraham 
Lincoln  as  we  know  him  today.  John  Hay,  who  knew  him 
so  well,  called  him  "the  greatest  character  since  Christ."  He 
was  not  the  only  man  to  call  him  that,  and  there  will  un- 
doubtedly be  more  in  the  years  to  come,  for  where  else  in 
history  do  we  find  a  man  who  grows  in  nobility  of  character 
the  deeper  we  dig  into  his  past? 

Probably  no  part  of  Lincoln's  life  has  been  so  misunder- 
stood and  distorted  as  that  concerning  his  religious  beliefs. 
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I  was  amazed  to  find  that  a  great  number  of  books  have  been 
written  upon  this  one  subject  alone.  That  I  should  take  upon 
myself  to  add  my  bit  to  this  long  line  of  his  defenders  may 
seem  presumptuous — ^but  my  approach  must  be  different  from 
that  of  the  others,  for  how  could  Abraham  Lincoln  be  a 
Spiritualist  and  an  infidel  at  one  and  the  same  time?  To  ex- 
plain this  enigma  seemed  to  me  an  impossible  assignment  to 
undertake  alone,  and  I  badly  needed  light  in  my  darkness. 
This  he  promptly  gave  me,  for  /  heard  him  say:  "A  man 
seeking  for  the  truth  will  often  wander  in  many  directions 
before  settling  down  to  the  one  which  fulfills  his  desires." 

Now  at  last  all  was  clear.  Those  early  years  were  Lincoln's 
growing  years.  The  youth  from  New  Salem  was  not  the  man 
who  wrote  the  Gettysburg  Address.  The  one  had  completely 
outgrown  the  other. 

It  was  Horace  Greeley  who  said  that  Mr.  Lincoln  was  es- 
sentially a  "growing  man."  Enjoying  no  advantages  in  youth, 
he  had  observed  and  reflected  much  since  he  attained  man- 
hood, and  he  was  steadily  increasing  his  stock  of  knowledge 
to  the  day  of  his  death.  He  was  a  wiser,  abler  man  when  he 
entered  upon  his  second  term  than  when  he  commenced  his 
first  Presidential  term. 

The  perfect  picture  of  Abraham  Lincoln,  as  I  perceive 
him,  is  presented  in  the  last  chapter  called  'God's  Man'  in 
J.  G.  Randall's  noteworthy  book,  The  Last  Full  Measure. 
He  was,  Randall  says:  "A  beUever  in  dreams,  a  mystic  with 
some  affinity  for  the  Quakers,  a  rationalist  with  Universalist 
and  Unitarian  views,  a  regular  participant  in  Presbyterian 
services.  Lincoln  cannot  easily  be  categorized  as  to  religion. 
Yet  it  is  possible  to  construct  a  personal  creed  from  his  own 
statements,  as  William  E.  Barton  has  done.  Lincoln  believed 
in  God.  He  believed  that  God  was  intimately  concerned  with 
human  affairs,  that  nations  as  well  as  men  were  dependent 
upon  him,  that  men  and  nations  were  punished  for  their 


God's  Man  217 

sins,  in  this  world  as  well  as  the  next.  He  believed  in  the 
Bible  as  the  best  gift  ever  given  by  God  to  men,  and  he  be- 
lieved with  all  humility  that  he  himself  was  an  instrument 
in  the  hands  of  God." 

Lincoln's  love  and  knowledge  of  the  Bible  seem  to  have 
been  Uttle  known,  and  I  have  been  told  by  some  of  his  ardent 
admirers  that  he  never  read  it  at  all.  On  the  contrary,  he 
usually  kept  a  copy  of  the  Scriptures  in  his  pocket,  and  he 
almost  knew  it  all  by  heart.  How  this  came  about  Abraham 
Lincoln  related  to  Mrs.  Armida  Rankin  who  was  very  fond 
of  Lincoln  and  knew  him  well. 

Henry  B.  Rankin,  Mrs.  Rankin's  son,  had  friendly  rela- 
tions with  Lincoln  for  many  years.  Rankin  was  a  messenger 
boy  in  the  Menard  County  Circuit  Court  at  Petersburg,  when 
he  first  met  Lincoln.  Later  he  worked  with  the  law  firm  of 
Lincoln  and  Herndon.  Up  to  the  time  Lincoln  left  Springfield 
for  Washington,  Mr.  Rankin  had  so  many  intimate  memories 
to  relate  about  his  life  and  characteristics  that  he  was  urged 
by  his  friends  to  put  them  into  book  form.  This  he  did  in 
his  Personal  Recollections  of  Abraham  Lincoln,  containing 
many  unusual  stories  about  Ann  Rutledge,  Mary  Todd  and 
others  which  make  most  illuminating  and  interesting  reading. 

Mr.  Rankin  says  that  his  mother  had  an  extraordinary 
memory  and  a  remarkable  ability  to  recall  accurately  con- 
versations and  events.  She  was  intensely  interested  in  reading 
the  Herndon-Weik  and  Lamon  books  about  Lincoln.  Mr. 
Rankin  remembers  how  surprised  and  indignant  she  was 
over  certain  parts  of  them  which  she  felt  sure  were  not  true. 

He  also  recalls  some  of  the  conversations  his  mother  told 
him  she  had  with  Lincoln  in  their  home,  where  they  dis- 
cussed not  only  his  little  known  boyhood  but  his  religious 
beliefs  as  well.  "Such  tunes,"  she  said,  "were  not  frequent, 
for  he  lived  his  religion  and  seldom  discussed  it  with  anyone." 

It  was  in  June,  1846,  Mrs.  Rankin  thought,  while  Lmcoln 
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was  spending  an  evening  at  her  home  in  Petersburg,  that  he 
told  her,  with  considerable  emotion:  That  he  was  nine  years 
old  when  his  mother  died;  that  his  instruction  by  her  in  letters 
and  morals,  and  especially  the  Bible  stories,  and  the  interest 
and  love  he  had  acquired  in  reading  the  Bible — through  this 
teaching  of  his  mother — had  been  the  strongest  and  most 
influential  experience  of  his  life.  He  referred  with  infinite  sad- 
ness to  the  lonely  months  after  his  mother's  death,  and  said 
that  the  Bible  she  had  read — and  taught  him  to  read — was 
the  greatest  comfort  he  and  his  sister  had  after  their  mother 
was  gone.  It  was  this  Bible  of  hers,  he  added,  that  he  had 
asked  the  Reverend  David  Elkin  to  read  when  he  came  to 
their  home  to  preach  the  funeral  sermon  for  his  mother, 
several  months  after  her  death.  Lincoln  continued  speaking 
of  the  vividness  of  childhood  impressions,  and  of  how  potent 
they  were  to  influence  and  control  his  mature  years. 

From  more  than  one  friend,  Mrs.  Rankin  said,  she  had 
heard  of  Lincoln's  having  remarked  that  he  owed  all  that 
he  was  or  ever  would  be  to  the  inspiration  so  early  instilled 
into  his  mind  by  his  mother.  The  isolation  of  their  home 
made  their  companionship  in  every  way  closer  than  is  usual 
between  mother  and  son.  Lincoln  was  most  fortunate  in 
having  had  two  remarkable  mothers,  for  his  father's  second 
wife,  Sarah  Bush,  also  had  a  splendid  influence  over  this 
growing  boy. 

Another  voice  is  that  of  William  H.  Crooks,  one  of  Lin- 
coln's body-guards,  who  tells  of  often  seeing  the  President, 
early  in  the  morning,  sitting  quietly  reading  his  Bible  while 
most  people  still  slept.  J.  J.  Holland  also  speaks  in  his  book 
of  Lincoln's  turning  to  his  Bible  in  his  hour  of  need. 

Joshua  Speed  was  the  most  trusted  friend  Lincoln  had, 
and  it  was  to  him  he  gave  his  full  confidence.  In  one  of  his 
lectures  on  Lincoln  he  said:  "As  I  entered  Lincoln's  room 
near  night,  he  was  sitting  by  a  window  intently  reading  his 
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Bible.  Approaching  him,  I  said,  1  am  glad  to  see  you  so 
profitably  engaged.' " 

"  *Yes,'  said  he,  1  am  profitably  engaged.' 

"  'Well,'  said  I,  'if  you  have  recovered  from  your  skepticism, 
I  am  sorry  to  say  I  have  not.' " 

"Looking  me  earnestly  in  the  face,  and  placing  his  hand 
on  my  shoulder,  he  said:  'You  are  wrong.  Speed.  Take  all 
of  His  Book  upon  reason  that  you  can,  and  the  balance  on 
faith,  and  you  will  live  and  die  a  happier  man.' " 

To  return  to  Mrs.  Rankin  and  the  private  talks  she  had 
with  Lincoln.  She  said  that  she  felt  at  Hberty  to  inquire  of 
him  how  much  his  opinions  on  religious  subjects  had  been 
influenced  by  his  skeptical  associates  at  New  Salem,  and  the 
books  they  had  supplied  him  with  while  there. 

Lincoln  listened  very  attentively,  then  rose  from  his  chair, 
walked  slowly  across  the  room,  and  stood  at  one  end  of  the 
hearth,  where  he  rested  an  elbow  on  the  mantel  of  the  old- 
fashioned  fireplace.  "Mrs.  Rankin,"  he  said,  "you  have  asked 
me  a  question  opening  up  a  subject  that  is  being  thrust  into 
this  Congressional  campaign,  and  which  I  have  resolved  to 
ignore.  It  is  one  having  no  place,  nor  call  for  an  answer  by 
me,  in  this  political  present  or  the  future  before  us.  I  will  not 
discuss  the  character  and  religion  of  Jesus  Christ  on  the 
stump.  That  is  no  place  for  it,  though  my  opponent,  a  minister 
of  the  Gospel,  thinks  it  is." 

After  discussing  this  at  length,  he  made  the  remark  which 
has  been  quoted  so  many  times  by  Carpenter,  and  such  men 
as  the  Honorable  H.  C.  Deming  who  told  it  in  a  eulogy  upon 
Lincoln  before  the  General  Assembly  of  Connecticut  in  1865: 
"I  have  never  united  myself  to  any  church,  because  I  have 
found  difficulty  in  giving  my  assent,  without  mental  reserva- 
tions, to  the  long,  complicated  statements  of  Christian  doc- 
trine which  characterize  their  Articles  of  Belief  and  Confes- 
sion of  Faith.  Where  any  church  will  inscribe  over  the  Altar, 
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as  its  qualifications  for  membership,  the  Saviour's  condensed 
statement  of  the  substance  of  both  law  and  Gospel,  Thou 
shalt  love  the  Lord  thy  God,  with  all  thy  heart,  and  with  all 
thy  soul,  and  with  all  thy  mind,  and  thy  neighbor  as  thyself,' 
that  church  will  I  join  with  all  my  heart  and  all  my  soul." 


Chapter  9 

THE  LINCOLN  LEGEND- 
FACT  OR  FANCY? 


Now  THAT  you  have  some  idea  of  the  psychic  life  of  Abra- 
ham Lincoln,  I  hope  you  will  understand  how  I  feel 
about  the  Rescue  Work  and  his  leadership.  To  me  it  seems 
natural  and  logical  that  the  Great  Emancipator  should  now 
dedicate  himself  to  the  rescue  of  countless  unhappy  and  be- 
wildered souls  who  have  lost  their  way  in  the  murky  shadows 
between  the  earth-plane  they  have  left  and  the  heaven  they 
cannot  yet  see.  It  is  natural  that  he  should  draw  close  to 
those  who  are  engaged  here  in  this  work,  and  make  himself 
known  in  order  to  give  them  aid  and  encouragement. 

We  have  presented  much  indisputable  evidence  that  during 
Abraham  Lincoln's  earth  life  he  recognized  both  the  possi- 
bility and  the  need  for  help  from  those  on  the  other  side.  He 
himself  accepted  and  acted  upon  advice  from  those  whose 
state  enabled  them  to  see  into  the  future  and  gave  them  a 
deeper  insight  into  human  hearts  and  affairs.  From  his  present 
vantage  point  it  is  reasonable  that  he  should  desire  to  give 
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Others  the  benefit  of  help  and  encouragement  such  as  he 
received  at  many  critical  moments  during  his  life  as  President. 
He  must  be  deeply  aware  that  never  before  in  our  history 
has  the  country  for  which  he  gave  his  life  been  faced  with 
such  unthinkable  dangers  and  problems  as  those  which  face 
us  now.  His  great  tenderness  for  humanity,  his  infinite  con- 
cern for  all  his  people,  impel  him  to  guide  us  now,  as  once 
he  received  guidance.  However,  psychic  contact  with  Lincoln 
is  not  confined  to  our  own  day.  There  are  numerous  reports 
of  messages  purporting  to  come  from  him,  dating  from  shortly 
after  his  death  down  to  the  present.  It  would  require  a  sepa- 
rate book  to  record,  analyze,  and  evaluate  those  which  give 
some  evidence  of  authenticity,  but  there  is  one  outstanding 
example  worth  presenting  here. 

It  concerns  a  friend  of  Lincoln's  who  is  well  known  to 
students  of  American  history.  Carl  Schurz  was  one  of  the 
most  brilliant  of  those  men  who  left  their  native  Germany  in 
the  middle  of  the  nineteenth  century  in  search  of  greater 
freedom.  In  Wisconsin,  where  he  settled  in  1852,  he  joined 
the  newly  formed  Republican  Party.  He  campaigned  for 
Lincoln  against  Douglas,  and  in  the  Presidential  canvass  of 
1860.  Lincoln  appointed  him  Minister  to  Spain,  a  post  which 
he  resigned  to  join  the  Union  Army  as  a  major-general. 
Having  won  military  honors  in  important  campaigns,  he 
earned  distinction  as  a  journalist  in  the  five  years  following 
the  end  of  the  war.  He  was  Washington  correspondent  of 
the  New  York  Tribune,  editor  of  the  Detroit  Press,  and  then 
editor  and  part  owner  of  the  St.  Louis  Westliche  Post.  Like 
his  friend,  Abraham  Lincoln,  he  was  a  crusader  for  freedom 
of  the  negro. 

In  the  first  and  last  volume  of  his  Reminiscences,  published 
in  1907  and  1908,  Schurz  wrote  of  his  experiences  with 
various  mediums,  including  the  story  summarized  here.  This 
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psychic  incident  occurred  during  a  stop-over  visit  in  Phila- 
delphia with  his  friends,  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Tiedemann.  They  be- 
longed to  a  Spiritualistic  circle,  and  one  of  their  daughters 
had  developed  mediumistic  powers  in  the  form  of  automatic 
writing. 

At  an  evening  seance  this  young  girl  was  'controlled'  while 
in  trance.  She  seized  a  pencil  and  began  to  write.  Schurz 
was  told  to  ask  for  some  spirit  in  whom  he  was  interested, 
and  replied  that  he  would  like  to  have  a  message  from  Schiller. 
The  medium's  hand  wrote  that  Schiller  was  there,  and  Schurz 
asked  him  to  identify  himself  by  a  quotation  from  some  of 
his  Hterary  work.  The  quotation  which  followed  was  written 
in  German  script  and  was  later  confirmed  as  an  extract  from 
SchiUer's  "WaUenstem's  Tod." 

Schurz  next  asked  for  Abraham  Lincoln.  The  medium's 
hand  moved  and  a  message  was  spelled  out  naming  the 
writer  as  Lincoln.  The  message  told  him  that  he  would  be- 
come a  United  States  senator  from  Missouri.  At  that  time 
Schurz  was  living  in  Wisconsin  and  had  no  plans  for  leaving 
his  work  in  that  state.  However,  later  he  became  editor  ot 
the  Westliche  Post  in  St.  Louis,  ran  for  the  Senate,  and  was 
elected  senator  from  Missouri. 

Because  of  his  familiarity  with  Lincohi's  ideas,  mode  of 
expression  and  personal  characteristics,  Schurz  had  no  doubt 
that  it  was  a  genuine  message  from  his  friend.  The  fulfillment 
in  due  time  of  this  unlikely  prediction  confirmed  it.  Schurz 
went  on  to  distinguish  himself  still  further  as  a  foe  of  ex- 
tremists during  Reconstruction,  as  a  cabinet  officer  under 
President  Hayes,  and  as  a  civil  service  reformer.  Testimony 
for  psychic  communication  by  this  distinguished  American 
cannot  be  ignored. 

The  stories  in  another  phase  of  the  Lincoln  legend  revolve 
about  the  White  House.  A  recent  article  by  Leslie  Lieber  in 
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This  Week  magazine  quotes  ex-President  Truman,  Mrs.  Elea- 
nor Roosevelt,  and  several  other  former  residents  of  the 
White  House,  to  the  effect  that  Abraham  Lincoln  had  ap- 
peared at  different  times  to  a  number  of  persons.  These  ap- 
pearances usually  preceded  some  tragedy  threatening  the 
nation.  According  to  Mr.  Truman,  several  of  the  White 
House  servants  were  convinced  that  they  had  seen  Lincoln, 
and  others  had  heard  him  pacing  back  and  forth  on  the 
second  floor.  He  added  that  it  was  said  Mrs.  Coolidge  was 
among  those  who  had  seen  him. 

Mrs.  Roosevelt  told  the  story  of  the  maid  who  had  been 
terribly  shaken  by  seeing  Lincoln  sitting  on  the  edge  of  his 
bed  pulling  on  his  boots  soon  after  the  Roosevelts  had  moved 
into  the  White  House.  She  admitted  to  a  strong  feehng  herself 
of  someone's  presence  when  she  was  working  late  at  night  at 
the  desk  in  her  sitting  room — which  had  been  Lincoln's  bed- 
room. Then  she  described  a  most  interesting  experience  shared 
by  her  husband  and  Carl  Sandburg,  the  poet  who  had  spent 
many  years  studying  and  writing  about  Lincoln. 

Mr.  Sandburg  had  dropped  in  for  a  talk  with  the  President, 
and  the  conversation  led  to  speculation  about  which  room 
Lincoln  used  when  he  was  writing  certain  letters.  Since  Sand- 
burg had  a  strong  impression  that  it  was  the  Oval  Room, 
they  went  into  that  room.  The  President  sat  in  silence  while 
the  poet  walked  ever  to  the  window  overlooking  the  Potomac 
Flats.  Sandburg  stood  there  for  some  time,  just  where  Lincoln 
had  been  known  to  stand  so  often  during  the  Civil  War,  his 
eyes  fixed  upon  the  horizon  as  if  he  could  see  beyond  it  to 
the  battle  front  in  Virginia.  At  last  Sandburg  turned  back 
toward  the  President,  to  announce  with  complete  conviction 
that  this  was  the  room  in  which  the  letters  were  composed. 
During  the  past  fifty  years  various  White  House  staffers  have 
sworn  that  they  saw  the  tall,  unmistakable  figure  of  Lincoln 
standing  at  that  same  window  in  the  Oval  Room. 
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In  connection  with  this  window,  I  quote  from  the  Nettie 
Colburn  Maynard  book.  It  describes  a  visit  to  Lincoln  by  the 
Reverend  E.  C.  Bolles,  an  Army  Chaplain  stationed  at  La- 
fayette Camp:  "...  I  looked  up,  and  did  not  need  to  know 
by  anyone  telling  me  who  he  was.  Lincoln  stood  at  the  open 
window. 

"He  was  looking  down,  yet  seeing  nothing.  ...  I  think  I 
never  saw  so  sad  a  face  in  my  life,  and  I  have  looked  into 
many  a  mourner's  face  .  .  .  but  I  never  saw  the  depth  of 
sorrow  that  seemed  to  rest  upon  that  gaunt  but  expressive 
countenance.  Yet  there  was  a  light  in  those  deep-sunk  eyes 
that  showed  the  man  who  was  before  me  as  perhaps  the  best 
Christian  the  world  ever  saw,  for  he  bore  the  world  upon  his 
heart.  That  man  was  bearing  the  country  of  his  birth  and 
love  upon  his  naked  soul.  It  was  just  one  look;  but  I  have 
never  forgotten  it,  and  through  the  dimness  of  all  these  years 
that  great  and  patient  man  looks  down  upon  me  to  teach  me 
how  to  bear,  and  how  to  do,  how  to  hope,  and  how  to  give 
myself  for  my  fellow-men." 

The  most  dramatic  episode  concerning  Lincoln  and  the 
White  House  was  told  by  an  ex-valet  of  President  Franklin 
D.  Roosevelt.  He  was  evidently  psychic  himself,  for  he  seemed 
to  be  present  frequently  when  spontaneous  phenomena  were 
taking  place — such  as  a  firmly  anchored  painting  falling  off 
the  wall  just  before  the  death  of  someone  close  to  the  White 
House.  On  one  occasion,  he  is  said,  to  have  run  out  of  the 
building  at  night  shouting  that  he  had  just  seen  Lincoln. 

It  was  during  World  War  II  that  a  very  important  lady  was 
a  guest  in  the  White  House.  Her  identity  was  not  made  public, 
but  she  was  accompanied  by  a  small  retinue  and  she  was 
obviously  a  personage  from  one  of  the  European  courts. 
One  evening  the  valet  was  assisting  the  butler  in  serving 
cocktails  to  the  President  and  his  guest.  The  President  was 
obviously  startled  when  the  lady  told  him  she  had  fainted  the 
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night  before.  He  was  even  more  startled  when  she  explained 
the  cause  of  her  fainting. 

It  seemed  that  in  the  middle  of  the  night  she  heard  a  knock- 
ing on  her  door.  When  she  got  up  and  opened  it,  there  was  a 
tall  man  standing  just  outside  in  the  hall  and  she  recognized 
him  instantly.  It  was  Abraham  Lincoln.  She  fainted,  and 
when  she  recovered  she  found  herself  on  the  floor. 

A  comparatively  brief  period  of  research  yielded  the  facts 
covered  in  this  book.  Many  hidden  or  forgotten  communica- 
tions purporting  to  come  from  Abraham  Lincoln  might  be 
unearthed  by  a  really  thorough  search  through  the  files  of 
psychic  research  societies,  and  Spiritualist  organizations,  mag- 
azines, and  newspapers.  Comparison  and  analysis  of  these 
might  well  reveal  evidential  cross  references  and  other  ma- 
terial of  great  value. 

Lincoln's  mature  years  were  passed  in  an  era  which  ushered 
in  a  world-wide  demonstration  of  psychic  phenomena  so  spec- 
tacular that  it  caught  and  challenged  the  attention  of  some 
of  the  greatest  scientists  of  the  period.  Many  of  the  best 
known  and  most  respected  intellectuals  of  the  day  set  out  to 
expose  what  they  considered  merely  a  new  cult  based  upon 
superstition,  illusion,  and  quite  possibly  deliberate  fraud.  One 
by  one,  they  remained  to  marvel  and  usually  ended  by  ac- 
cepting the  truth  of  spirit  survival  and  communication. 

As  we  have  seen,  Lincoln  received  inspiration  and  help 
through  psychic  channels  in  a  time  of  great  national  crisis. 
Now  we  are  faced  with  a  world-wide  crisis  more  fraught  with 
danger  than  anyone  could  have  dreamed  possible  in  186L 
Why  not  try  to  tap  a  knowledge  and  a  wisdom  far  beyond 
ours,  as  Lincoln  did  almost  a  hundred  years  ago?  Think  what 
help  might  be  given  our  sorely  tried  leaders  if  he  could  get 
through  to  them  as  earlier  leaders  got  through  to  him! 


A    PLEA 


A  PLEA 


1  WOULD  like  to  make  a  plea  for  the  unseen,  your  beloved 
relatives  and  mine.  Do  you  think,  when  people  love  each 
other  and  one  is  called  away,  that  those  v/ho  are  left  on  earth 
are  the  only  ones  to  grieve?  O,  the  needless  sorrow  we  inflict 
upon  ourselves  and  those  we  hold  dear  by  our  stubborn  in- 
sistence that  it  is  impossible  to  communicate  with  the  Spirit 
World. 

It  would  mean  so  much  to  them,  as  well  as  to  you,  if  you 
realized  that  they  are  watching  over  you,  ready  with  guidance 
if  you  will  accept  it.  How  they  long  to  make  themselves 
known,  to  make  you  hear  when  they  cry  out,  "I  am  not  dead. 
I  am  alive — even  more  alive  than  you  are!" 

I  wish  everyone  could  realize  how  much  our  dear  ones 
long  to  talk  with  us,  and  tell  us  of  the  happy,  busy  lives  they 
now  lead.  Just  the  fact  that  they  have  left  their  physical  bodies 
behind  does  not  mean  they  have  ceased  to  live  and  love  us. 
On  the  contrary,  they  long  to  help  and  frequently  do.  Not 
only  are  they  able  to  guide  us  along  the  right  path,  but  they 
often  protect  us  as  well.  Many  times  friends  have  said  to  me, 
"I  frequently  feel  my  mother's  presence  near  me."  Yet  when 
I  reply,  "Of  course,  for  she  is  there,"  the  only  response  I  get 
is  a  puzzled  look  and  an  incredulous  shake  of  the  head. 
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I  have  heard  people  say  many  times  that  the  conversation 
at  seances  between  the  two  worlds  seemed  so  unintelligent, 
but  there  is  a  reason  for  that.  Are  you  able  to  visualize  fifty 
or  more  spirit  people  crowding  around  the  medium's  control, 
all  anxious  to  say  just  a  few  words?  Most  sittings  last  less 
than  an  hour,  so  there  can  be  only  a  few  moments  for  each 
one.  Just  how  intelhgent  would  you  be  if  you  were  tele- 
phoning from  New  York  to  the  other  side  of  the  world  at 
twelve  dollars  or  more  for  three  minutes?  You  would  have  a 
breathless  desire  to  say  as  much  as  you  could  in  the  allotted 
time.  It  is  usually  given  to  remarks  such  as  "Are  you  all  right? 
It  is  wonderful  to  hear  your  voice.  When  are  you  coming 
home?"  The  I.Q,  may  be  low,  but  the  pleasure  in  hearing  the 
beloved  voice  is  extreme. 

The  seances  I  attended  during  three  visits  to  England  for 
the  purpose,  were  undoubtedly  planned  far  in  advance  in 
order  to  give  me  evidential  material  for  this  book.  Several 
times  Mr.  Lincoln  monopolized  an  entire  seance,  which  is 
something  in  itself  most  unusual  and  worthy  of  notice. 

If  you  are  strictly  orthodox,  my  book  contains  many  things 
which  may  surprise  and  even  shock  you.  However,  Mr.  Lin- 
coln and  my  beloved  family  on  the  other  side  as  well  as  my 
faithful  friend  Abdul,  all  ask  me  to  attend  church  regularly, 
and  even  insist  that  I  do  so.  The  church  itself,  in  almost  all 
denominations,  has  broadened  its  views  greatly  during  the 
past  few  years.  More  and  more,  persons  of  different  faiths 
now  sit  together  in  peaceful  fellowship.  Time  will  bring  us 
even  closer.  This  is  my  earnest  hope  and  belief. 

Well,  now  my  story  has  been  told.  That  it  is  unusual  and 
strange  I  grant  you.  But  I  was  asked  by  my  psychic  communi- 
cators to  write  it,  and  I  have  done  it  with  their  help.  I  only 
hope  it  is  as  they  want  it — that  it  may  bring  some  seeker 
after  the  truth  a  sense  of  comfort  and  peace,  and  assurance 
of  a  fiill  and  complete  life  to  come. 


SUGGESTED  READING 


From  the  hundreds  of  psychic  books  which  have  been  written  over 
the  years,  the  following  list  has  been  chosen  for  those  who  know  very 
little  about  the  subject: 

In  Search  of  the  Hereafter,  by  Reginald  M.  Lester  (Funk  &  Wagnalls, 
New  York),  is,  I  think,  one  of  the  best  for  the  beginner.  The  author, 
a  well  known  English  journalist,  lost  his  wife  and  was  inconsolable 
until  he  was  persuaded  by  friends  to  try  reaching  her  through  a 
medium.  He  tells  the  story  of  his  experiences  clearly  and  with  deep 
sincerity. 

Many  Mansions,  by  Air  Chief  Marshall  Lord  Dowding  (Rider  and  Co., 
London).  Lord  Dowding  has  written  several  books  on  Survival,  which 
I  can  recommend  most  highly,  both  for  their  great  interest  and  their 
evidential  value. 

You  Do  Take  It  With  You,  by  R.  DeWitt  Miller  (Citadel  Press,  New 
York).  Mr.  Miller,  an  authority  on  the  supernormal  and  on  psychic 
phenomena,  has  given  us  a  thoroughly  entertaining  and  informative 
book. 

The  Imprisoned  Splendour,  by  Raynor  C.  Johnson  (Harper,  New 
York),  is  a  very  serious  book.  Interpretation  and  appraisal  of  data 
from  the  fields  of  natural  science,  psychical  research,  and  mystical 
experience,  it  is  well  worth  reading. 

Through  the  Mists,  by  Robert  James  Lees  (Rider  and  Co.,  London). 
Those  who  are  interested  in  the  next  world  will  find  here  an  excellent 
description. 

Man's  Survival  after  Death,  by  the  Reverend  Charles  L.  Tweedale 
(Grant  Richards,  London).  Full  and  detailed  treatment  of  Spiritualistic 
concepts  found  in  the  various  Books  of  the  Bible. 

Our  Unseen  Guest,  by  Darby  and  Joan  (Harper,  New  York).  Messages 
received  by  two  beginners  in  the  field  of  psychic  investigation.  As 
their  mediumship  developed,  the  communicators  built  up  an  extraordi- 
narily interesting  and  evidential  case  for  survival  of  the  human  per- 
sonality. 
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Spirit  Teachings,  by  William  Stainton  Moses.  A  standard  work  of 
instruction  and  inspiration,  reprinted  many  times,  and  well  worth 
reading. 


For  those  who  have  some  knowledge  of  psychical  matters  and  wish 
to  delve  more  deeply  into  the  subject,  the  following  will  provide 
guidance,  understanding,  and  a  fairly  wide  acquaintance  with  all  types 
of  phenomena. 

Challenge  of  the  Unknown,  by  Louis  K.  Anspacher  (Current  Books, 
Inc.).  A  brilliantly  written  survey  of  the  present  view  of  science 
toward  psychical  research. 

The  Betty  Book,  by  Steward  Edward  White  (E.  P.  Button,  New  York). 
One  of  eight  books  received  through,  or  from,  the  mediumistic  wife 
of  this  well  known  author,  some  before  and  some  after  her  death. 

Human  Personality  and  its  Survival  of  Bodily  Death,  by  Frederic  W. 
H.  Myers  (Longmans  Green  &  Co.,  New  York).  The  classic  work  in 
the  field  of  psychical  research,  by  a  great  English  scholar,  philosopher, 
and  writer.  A  must  for  all  serious  students  of  the  subject. 

Enigmas  of  Psychical  Research,  and  Borderland  of  Psychical  Re- 
search, both  by  James  H.  Hyslop,  Ph.D.  (H.  B.  Turner  &  Co., 
Boston).  Two  important  books  by  the  founder  of  the  American 
Society  for  Psychical  Research. 

Death  and  its  Mystery:  Before  Death,  by  Camille  Flammarion  (Cen- 
tury Co.,  New  York).  Record  of  extraordinarily  interesting  psychic 
work  carried  on  in  France  by  this  world-famous  astronomer. 

Thirty  Years  of  Psychical  Research,  by  Charles  Richet  (W.  Collins 
Sons  &  Co.,  London).  An  authoritative  record  by  a  French  Nobel 
Prize  winner  in  the  field  of  medicine,  who  brought  the  brilliance  of 
his  mind  and  the  technique  of  his  scientific  training  to  bear  upon  the 
investigation  and  evaluation  of  psychic  phenomena. 
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Facsimile  of  the  autographed  title  page  of  a  book  once  owned 
by  Abraham  Lincoln.  From  the  Author's  collection. 
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Facsimile  reproduction  on  this  and  the  following  four  pages 
of  the  actual  spirit  message  in  mirror-writing  received  for 
Abraham  Lincoln.  The  message  can  be  read  when  reflected 
in  a  mirror.  From  Robert  Lincoln's  collection  of  his  father's 
documents  now  in  the  Library  of  Congress. 
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Transcription    of    the    mirror-writing    spirit    message    which 
accompanied   the  original   when   it   was   given   to   Abraham 

Lincoln. 
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Letter  of  transmittal  which  accompanied  the  original  spirit 
message  and  transcription   addressed  to  Abraham  Lincoln. 


